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LOST IN THE JUNGLE: 

A STORY OF THE INDIAN MUTINY. 



CHAPTER I. 



INTRODUCTORY. 



HOU have no doubt all heard of the Mutiny in 
India, which took place some eighteen years 
or more ago, before you were bom ; but lest 
some of you should have rather misty ideas on the 
subject, before I begin my story I will tell you in a few 
words what it was, and what caused it. A mutiny is a 
revolt, or rising of a body of men against those set over 
them, and whom it is their duty to obey. Most of the 
native or Indian regiments consist of coloured men 
called Sepoys, with English gentlemen for their officers. 
These natives are not of the same religion as ourselves. 
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and imagine that anything that makes them lose caste 
defiles them, or in other words prevents their souls 
going to heaven. The cartridges used in the army 
are formed of a ball of lead and some gunpowder, 
rolled up together in paper; and these, with which 
the muskets are loaded, require to have a part bitten 
off by the teeth before being put into the barrel of 
the gun. Now the Fakirs, or priests of the Hindoos, 
made them believe that our Queen had ordered all the 
cartridges to be greased with pig's fat, so that in touch- 
ing this with their mouths they thought they made 
themselves unclean and unfit for heaven. The result of 
this wicked teaching of the Fakirs was, that all the 
native soldiers rose up in arms against their officers, and 
shot many of them dead : not only English gentlemen, 
but their wives and children. They were determined to 
obey no white man pr Christian, and ' slave of the white 
Begurn^* as they called Queen Victoria, and to be either 
was quite enough to provoke any Sepoy to murder them 
in the most brutal way. These ignorant, vicious men 
suffered very much in the end for their conduct, and 
most of the murderers paid with their lives for their sin 
in killing their officers. They refused to obey those set 
over them, and were punished for it. 

There is no easy spelling-book of Indian names, so 
^ I must give them you as they are, and trust to your 
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reading them as well as you can. The mutiny began at 
Barrackpore, near Calcutta, and upon General Havelock 
arriving at Bombay on the 27th May 1857, he first 
heard the news of the outbreak. He set off at once to 
Calcutta, and from thence to Allahabad. After that he 
went to Cawnpore, to the relief of the English there, 
within the city, when with only one thousand of our 
own brave British soldiers, and without cavalry (or horse 
soldiers), he beat five thousand Sepoys, although they 
had both horses and cannons. But General Havelock 
came too late to save the English men and women and 
children, for the natives, or Indians, had already killed 
them all. Again, at Lucknow many were shot, or 
starved, or otherwise badly used, and at other places 
also, for the mutiny was all over India. Delhi is the 
city, however, near which the events I am going to tell 
you occurred ; and now, as I think I have explained 
what the Mutiny was, we will leave these dry facts for 
what, I hope, will interest and amuse you. 





CHAPTER II. 



THE MUTINY. 




T was in the month of May, in the year 1857, 

that Mrs. Brisbane was sitting in a cane 

chair watching her baby, who lay sleeping 

in his cot by her side. She felt tired, although she had 

only just got up ; for she had had a restless night — ^what 

with the heat and the insects, that will force their way 

into the room in the evening in India as soon as the 

lamps are lighted. Great flying ants and big beetles 

had buzzed about and met their death in the flame, 

but not before Mrs. Brisbane had spent some time 

and strength in trying to drive them away from teasing 

her and poor baby on her lap. 

Then, when the lights were put out, and the insects 

quiet, and the mosquito curtains drawn close round 

the beds, she could not sleep for the heat and for 

thinking. 
12 
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She thought of her other children in England, and of 
her home in Devonshire, where the apple orchards were 
pink with blossom in the early spring, and where her 
little ones slept undisturbed by heat or insects, or the 
many disagreeable things to be met with in India. She 
had parted with Mary and Janet and Tommy, and 
left them with their grandmamma and aunt, because 
children cannot live and be well in India; so that 
she had only her baby with her now, and Harry, who 
came next to him. 

She felt sorry she had not sent him to England 
sooner, only she had delayed doing so because she 
could not bear to think of parting with so many. 
Sometimes her heart seemed cut in two pieces, — one 
being with her husband and baby and Harry in India, 
and the other under the apple trees with her little girls 
and Tommy, in her own dear old home. 

She was very anxious in her mind, for many tales 
had come to her ears of the dreadful cruel things the 
native soldiers were doing ; and only the day before she 
had heard that a great number of them were marching on 
their way from Meerut to Delhi. She was afraid for 
herself and her children, and her husband also, who 
was an officer in the army, and had to be very often 
out with his regiment of Sepoys. 

Mrs. Brisbane Was sorry now that she had not let 
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Harry go to England by the last ship, for then he 
would have been safe. Her love for him had kept him 
back, but it seemed to her now that her love had been 
unkind. 

People are very apt not to value a good thing until 
it is gone. And those who live in a free country like 
our own, and who can He down and sleep at night as 
careless of next day as the birds in their nests or the 
bees in their hive, are not so grateful for their safety 
as they should be. Boys and girls who make a fuss if 
their hands are cold, or cook has not put enough sugar 
jn the pudding, should think of those who have no 
warm clothes at all, or fires, or who have died from 
want of food. See the difference between poor Mrs. 
Brisbane and her children, who might be killed at any 
moment, and their little brother and sisters, happy and 
safe, playing in the orchard ! Should not those at home 
have been very thankful that they were kept from 
danger, fear, and harm i 

Mrs. Brisbane was a good, brave young English 
gentlewoman, but the early dawn of this day found her 
with weary eyes and a bad headache ; for she had been 
crying and awake all night. She had sent Harry away 
with the ayah, or nurse, whilst she took care of baby 
Cyril herself 

The children's papa was out with his soldiers on 
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parade ; for it is so hot in India that people would get 
ill if they stood in the sun, and so such duties as teach- 
ing the men in a regiment to march and use their 
muskets, and other matters soldiers have to learn, must 
be done before breakfast-time. 

When Harry came into the room again, after he had 
eaten his bread and milk, he walked gently up to the 
cradle to look at his brother, and then, without making 
any noise, sat down beside his mamma, and laid his 
curly head on her knee. Harry was a pretty boy of 
eight or nine years old, and very tall for his age. 

'Dear mamma,' he said, as Mrs. Brisbane stroked his 
hair with her soft white hand, 'do you feel a little 
better now ? Shall ayah get you a cup of coffee .? It 
might do your headache good.' 

'Yes, my child,' answered the lady; 'bid her' get me 
some — there's a dear boy! Baby was so feverish all 
last night that he could not sleep, neither could I, for 
watching him ; ' and she sighed. 

' Mamma,' said Harry, when presently he returned to 
her, ' I cannot find any one. I called " Qui hi ? " (Who's 
there }) again and again, but no one answered me at all. 
I can't think where they are all gone to, and there is 
such a noise outside, just like guns going off. Do you 
not hear it .^' 

Yes ; Mrs. Brisbane had heard the firing long before 
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Harry spoke, and was standing near the verandah with 
her lips shut up tight, and her brows knitted together, 
listening with all her ears. 

'Mamma, how pale you look!' said Harry. 'Are 
you frightened? What is it? Perhaps they are only 
going to have a review. May I go out to see it ? ' 

But Mrs. Brisbane did not answer. She was too intent 
on listening to the repeated reports of guns and screams, 
and other sounds of confusion and fighting. She was 
too anxious and alarmed to speak, for her husband was 
out amongst it all. 

'Mamma, dear, do speak to me!' said Harry, who 
had got frightened himself at the look on his mother's 
face. 'What is the matter? Is anything wrong, do you 
think?' 

Then Cyril woke up and began to cry, but Mrs. Bris- 
bane took no heed of it, only stood there very pale and 
silent and listened. And the dreadful noise went on, — 
shrill screams and the report of guns, then a shout or 
a groan mixed with the tramping of feet and scuffling of 
people. Soon they heard a sound of footsteps coming 
quickly along the verandah and through the uncarpeted 
passages, and Mr. Brisbane's native soldier servant ran 
in as fast as he could, calling out in a very loud, excited 
voice, — 

' Run, mem sahib, run ! The mutiny beginning I 
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They shooting officer sahibs down ! * And he caught his 
mistress by the arm, to make her come away at once. 

Mrs. Brisbane's first thought was the baby; so she 
seized him from his cot where he liay in his little white 
night-dress only, and clasped him tight in her arms. 
Then she took Harry by the hand and prepared to run — 
but where } Those dreadful words, ' the mutiny,' seemed 
to freeze up all her blood and her energy, and she 
hardly knew what to do. She could not escape with 
her children and leave her husband. He had been 
obliged to go out that morning as usual to see after his 
men, and she had been waiting very anxiously for his 
return ; for at this time all the English people lived in 
fear of their lives from the brutal Sepoys, and did not 
know but that any moment they might rise up and 
shoot them. She could not tell but what he might be 
dead already, or going to be killed the next minute. 

Only a few days before, when Mr. Brisbane, as adju- 
tant, had had to make some arrangements about a 
coming-in regiment, paying for the tents left behind by 
the last, because they did not like to pay anything at 
all, they had taken up a lot of bricks and thrown them 
at his head. Since then, poor Mrs. Brisbane had been 
afraid each time he went out of her sight; and now, 
what with terror and the noise outside, wanting to save 

herself and her children, and not liking to leave her 

B 
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husband behind, she stood quite still, and really could 
do nothing. 

' Run, mem, run ! ' said the servant again, taking her 
by the arm. ' If no running quick, they shooting you 
too. Buggy at door. Run quick ! ' 

Then the man, seeing she still.,stood without moving, 
dragged her along by force. I think, if he had not done 
so, she would only have remained where she was. The 
house was quite empty ; all the servants seemed to have 
gone away, so that Mrs. Brisbane met no one in the 
passages as the man half-carried, half-draped her across 
them — met no one until she got to the hall door. There, 
to her great joy and relief, she saw her husband in the 
bug^ with the reins in his hands. 

' O Alfred I ' she gasped, ' thank God, you are safe I ' 

'No time to be lost,' he replied. 'Jump in, quick! 
Give me your hand, Harry.' And before another minute 
was gone, mamma and both the children were up, and 
beside their father, in the carriage. 




CHAPTER III. 



THE ESCAPE. 




DARESAY you think a buggy a very funny 
name for a carriage, but it is only the name 
that IS funny, as a buggy is in reality just 
a high gig, with large light wheels, and intended to 
carry two persons. But you may be sure that, with 
certain death behind them if they stayed within range 
of the Sepoys' guns, Mr. and Mrs. Brisbane did not 
mind being a little squeezed in it. As for Harry, who 
did not understand the great danger they were in, he 
very much enjoyed it all, — standing up in front of his 
mother's knees, with baby kicking him in the back, and 
helping his father, by making noises with his mouth, to 
urge the Pegu pony to go on faster. 

These ponies are very strong, and this was a very 
good one of his kind, so that they went along at a great 



rate. 
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Except for calling to the horse to make him go 
quicker, and punishing him with the whip, there was no 
sound, for both father and mother were feeling too 
much anxiety and fear to be able to speak. They knew 
quite well that their own lives, and those of their dear 
little children, depended on the fleetness of the pony, 
and so they urged him on in silence. The willing beast 
galloped forwards, with his head straight out before 
him, kicking up the dust as he passed along the dry, 
parched road, — ^went on, so as to get farther and farther 
away every moment from the sight of men struggling 
and fighting, from the smell of gunpowder, and from 
the noise of guns, — ^went on, leaving the great city of 
Delhi behind him, and getting nearer the jungle at 
every step. 

The sun was very hot now, for it was more than an 
hour since they had started, and they had come at least 
ten miles. Harry was almost tired of shouting at the 
Pegu, and began to wish for home ; and baby was fast 
asleep in his mamma's arms. 

At last, when they were a good way from the city, 
she turned her head to look behind ; she had not done 
so before, because she was so eager to go on that she 
felt as if to turn her head only would make a delay; but 

' *^n she did so, she found that the tops of the houses 
temples, and the great gate through which they had 
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left Delhi, were all out of sight. There was the dusty 
road — as far as one could see — the plain, and some 
trees, but that was all. 

' Thank God, we are safe ! I can see no single human 
being,' she said. Then she hugged baby tight to her 
bosom, and burst into tears. 

* Come, come,' answered Mr. Brisbane cheerfully ; 
* there is no time for crying, Mary dear. Dry your eyes, 
for you may need all your courage yet. There are 
plenty of Pandies still.' 

The Sepoys were called Pandies, because Mungal 
Pandy was the name of the man who first shot an 
officer dead. 

*Do you think they will overtake us.?' she asked, 
looking anxious again. 'Do you not think we are 
safe?' . 

*I trust in God we shall shortly be,' said Mr. Brisbane, 
' but we have still many miles to go before we can sit 
down and be idle.' 

* Gee up ! ' cried Harry ; * get along, pony, do. What 
fun it is to run away ! Is it not, papa ? ' But papa only 
smiled sadly, and Mrs. Brisbane looked very much as if 
she were going to cry again. 

'Don't you like it, then, mamma?' continued the 
child ; ' but now I remember I am hungry. When shall 
we have tiffin?' 
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Mrs. Brisbane dried her eyes. * Poor innocent ! ' she 
only said ; and then she kissed Cyril, and called him 
her lamb — ^her joy, and began to cry over him a little. 
Papa told mamma not to be a goose, but to remember 
she was the wife of a soldier, and that they were not 
in safety yet. 

' Where are we going } * she asked presently. 

* I have been thinking, my dear. The first object was 
to get away from the mutineers, and the next to keep 
away from them ; but after we are hidden in the forest 
(if we reach it), I scarcely know what we are to do. 
Meerut lies to the opposite direction. We must be 
thankful that we have escaped with our lives, and trust 
to Providence to keep what He has spared. The be- 
ginning of the jungle lies about twenty miles from 
Delhi ; and I fancy we have already come more than 
half the distance. As soon as the horse has got back 
his wind a little, we will go on, so as to get into the 
shade of the trees before the sun is much hotter.' 

'Shall we drive the pony right through the jungle, 
papa ? * asked Harry. 

* No, my son,' said Mr. Brisbane ; * we shall have to 
leave the buggy outside, and go on with Rufus by 
himself.' 

' What ! ride him, papa ? Oh ! may I ride first ? ' and 
Harry was quite pleased at the idea. The poor little 
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boy did not think then, how before long he would be 
more anxious to get out of the jungle than he was 
now to get into it. 

Mr. Brisbane went on talking to his wife : ' We shall 
have to leave the carriage, and get on as well as we 
can with the pony. Luckily, he is as strong as a dray- 
horse, and will not object to carry double. In many 
parts of the wood we shall only be able to go at a 
foot's pace, when I can walk, whilst you and Harry 
ride.' 

'And baby,' replied Mrs. Brisbane, 'he is so heavy 
to carry ; I wish I had a shawl with me, or something 
that I could make a kind of sling with, to hang him in, 
and take a little off his weight.' 

'I think I can manage that,' said the father. *I will 
bind him round me with my sash. He will be quite 
safe in that way, and it will leave my arms free.' 

Mr. Brisbane was still in his regimental dress, for he 
had come away off parade ; and officers wear long, wide, 
red silk sashes over their uniforms. 

Then Rufus being a little rested, and having quite 
recovered his breath, from having been allowed to walk 
for some time, papa took the whip out of the rest, and 
laid it lightly across his back. The pony needed no 
second hint, but flew on, kicking up the dust, and 
making a great clatter with his hoofs on the har 
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The jungle was already in sight ; and the bushes grow- 
ing out of each side the hedge, made it look like a 
thick grove everywhere. 

Large trees met overhead, and formed a covered, 
leafy walk, through which the sun could not pierce. 
There was no one to be seen near, and no sound but 
that of the beetles and grasshoppers chirping in the 
hedgerows, except that of the rustling of the boughs, 
where some monkeys were amusing themselves at play. 

Every now and then Harry would see the comical 
face of one peering from behind a bunch of leaves, 
and grinning at him. Some of the mothers were 
holding their young in their arms, just as mammas 
do their children, and he could not help bursting out 
laughing when he saw one of these monkeys, who had 
quarrelled with another, fly up a tree after her to box 
her ears, whilst the poor baby monkey held on very 
tight with its arm round her waist, looking very much 
frightened. 

' Oh ! look, papa — do just look at that big monkey ! 
now she is beating the little monkey ; and look, papa, 
at the old monkey with the grey beard ! Does he not 
look wise } ' 

The gibbering and chattering of the monkeys as they 
ran after each other in the trees, and skipped from 
bough to bough, would have amused Mr. and Mrs. 
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Brisbane at any other time, but now it was only Harry's 
heart that was light enough to take pleasure in watch- 
ing them. His parents were too busy taking the horse 
out of the shafts, and arranging to ride him, even to 
listen to their little boy's remarks. 

Mr. Brisbane had handed mamma and baby and 
Harry out of the buggy ; and as soon as she had laid 
Cyril down in a safe place by the road-side, she began 
to help her husband to undo the harness, so that they 
might leave the gig. It was of no use to them any 
longer, because the forest path had become too narrow 
for the wheels to pass along it. They took everything 
off the pony except his headstall, and then Mr. Brisbane 
got one of the cushions from the carriage, and fastened 
it on his back by means of the reins, which he wound 
round and round his belly, to make a kind of saddle to 
sit on, for a horse's back is very slippery, and not at all 
easy to keep from falling off when bare. 

Whilst the Pegu cropped a mouthful of grass, Mr 
Brisbane undid his sash, that he might tie the baby 
with it to his waist ; and when he was ready, mamma 
lifted Cyril— still asleep on the turf where she had 
laid him — very gently from off it, so as not to awake 
him, and held him whilst his papa made him safe 
with the sash. When he had finished, and baby was 
firmly tied on, he looked very funny, — some^^ ' 
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a lady with a dress in the last fashion, all sticking out 
behind. 

Poor mamma, spite of her grief, could not help a 
smile as Mr. Brisbane prepared to get on Rufus, with 
Cyril at his back, in this odd way. But the smile was 
soon changed to tears, for just as she was going to help 
Harry up, some one, hidden in the brushwood near, 
threw a large stone at the pony, which made him first 
throw up his head and snort, and then dart off as fast 
as he could back again towards Delhi. Harry was 
thrown violently to the ground, but he was not hurt. 
There were no reins to Rufus's headstall, so that Mr. 
Brisbane could not stop him ; and it was only because 
he was such a good rider that he was not thrown, but 
he stuck his knees into the pony's sides, and did not 
fall off. 

Mrs. Brisbane saw the horse tear away with her 
husband and her baby — saw them going off farther and 
farther from her, and yet she could do nothing to stop 
them. She held out her tender arms, but still the pony 
ran farther away. She feared her husband might be 
thrown, and baby dashed to pieces ; but no, — ^he still 
went on, appearing smaller and smaller as the distance 
increased between them, until his scarlet coat became 
a little speck — far, far away at last— and he and all 
'^appeared out of sight. Then she felt sick, and a 



THE ESCAPE. 



27 



cold shiver of despair came over her. She sat down 
just outside the edge of the jungle, for she had no 
longer strength to stand ; and she buried her head in 
her hands, and sent up a great cry to Heaven for ' God 
to have mercy upon ' her. 




CHAPTER IV. 
THE FOREST. 



|RS. BRISBANE sat for a while without 
moving, mth her head in her hands. She 
did not look up even when Harry said to her, 
' Mamma, why has papa gone away and taken baby .' 
Is he not coming back again for us .' Mamma, tell me ? ' 

Then Harry waited a few moments, hoping he should 
see his father returning on Rufus ; but he could see 
nothing, though his eyes went all round and far away — 
everywhere. 

' Mamma,' he said ag^n, ' is papa coming back again 
soon } ' 

Mrs. Brisbane raised her head, and her eyes looked 
quite dim, as she replied, ' We shall never see them any 
more, I fear.' 

Just as she was speaking they heard a rustling near. 
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and then a dark man, dressed in yellow, sprang out of 
the hedge. Mrs. Brisbane knew at once that he was one 
of the Burmese priests — ' Poonghies ' they are called — for 
she had often seen them begging from house to house in 
Delhi. 

They carry a flat basket slung on in front of them, 
and ring a bell, as the muffin boys do in England, Then 
kind people come out and put a little rice or a few plan- 
tains or perhaps a fowl into the basket, when the priest 
nods his head very gravely, without looking up or 
speaking, and goes on. When a Poonghy of the highest 
class dies, they make a great fuss about him. First they 
put his body in honey for a whole year, and then they 
take it out before burning it. They ornament a stand 
with coloured glass and gold leaf, and put the dead priest 
on the top of it. Then they cover him all over with gold 
leaf, so that he does not look like a man at all, but like 
a gold figure. After that the people shout and sing and 
play upon musical glasses. At last they burn him. 

Of course both Mrs. Brisbane and Harry were very 
much frightened, for any man, or any one with a dark 
skin, would have made them afraid just then ; besides, 
she thought at once, and rightly, that it was the priest 
who had thrown the stone at the Pegu, and made it 
dash off as it had done. So she caught Harry by his 
hand, and ran back with him amongst the bushes, to get 
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away from her enemy and hide from him. She ran on, 
dragging Harry with her, and did not stop until he was 
quite out of breath, and began to complain and say : ' Oh 
do stop, mamma ! Pray, do ! I cannot run any more.' 

Then Mrs. Brisbane stopped and looked about, when, 
to her relief, she found they were quite alone. So she 
spoke kindly to her little boy, and sat down on the dry 
grass and took him on her lap. 

' I am so tired, mamma,* he said ; ' when shall we leave 
this place and go home }' 

' God only knows, my child,' she answered sadly. * Sit 
still and sleep for a while, and then we will go back again 
to where we left the buggy. Perhaps that dreadful old 
priest will be gone. I do not like to leave the spot, in 
case your father should come back to it seeking us.* 

' Sing to me, mamma, will you ?' said Harry, who was 
getting sleepy with the heat ; besides, he was weary with 
walking and being in the open air. 

' I cannot sing, dear,' replied Mrs. Brisbane. 

'Tell me a story, then,' said Harry, *to send me 
to sleep.' 

' Not now, my child,' answered his mamma ; but after 
a time she raised herself, and sighing, said, ' Did you 
ever hear the story of Polyanthus and old Matcham ?' 

' No, never ; tell it me, do.' 

' Polly, a bay pony, was out at grass in the park, near 
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where I used to live when I was a little girl, in Devon- 
shire, with an old mare, and one night the coachman 
who lived at the lodge at the end of the park heard a 
noise of whinnying at the window. He got out of bed to 
see what was the matter ; but when he looked, although 
there was a bright moon and it was quite light, there 
was nothing to be seen but Matcham, very excited and 
uneasy/ 

' Why was she uneasy, mamma, if there was nothing 
there?' asked Harry. 

' Wait until the end of the story, and you will hear. 
The coachman, whose name was Robert, put on his 
things and went outside to her, when she snorted at him, 
and then galloped off to the other side of the park as 
fast as she could. Robert followed, and when he came 
up to the old mare he found Polyanthus had, in trying 
to leap a wire fence, caught her hind legs in it and fallen 
down.' 

'But do you think, mamma, the other horse came 
really to tell this ? Do you think it could know ?' 

' Yes, I am quite sure she knew, and told the coach- 
man in the only way she could,' said Mrs. Bris- 
bane. 

'What did Robert do then .?' 

* Why, I suppose he got Polly's legs out from between 
the wires, and pulled her up,' replied mamma. 
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* And would she have died if he had not found her — 
I mean, if the old mare had not come and told him all 
about it ?' asked Harry. 

' I think if Polly had not died, she would probably 
have broken her legs in trying to get up again.' 

' Then I call that very clever and good of Matcham. 
Don't you, mamma?' 

' I do indeed, dear,* replied Mrs. Brisbane. 

* I shall see Polly and Matcham when I go home to 
England, shall I not, mamma, and feed them with bread 
and carrots, mayn't I }* And Harry clung round his 
mother's neck, as he had a habit of doing when he wanted 
her to promise him anything. 

'If!' said Mrs. Brisbane with a sigh. 

' Why do you sigh, mamma ?' replied he. * I have not 
asked anything wrong, have I ?' 

Mamma made no answer. Harry was rested now ; so 
she told him to get up, and that they would try and find 
their way back again to the outside of the jungle, to the 
spot from where they had run away in such a hurry when 
they saw the yellow dress of the Poonghy. She did 
not know that in her haste and fear she had not only 
come much farther than she thought, but that the bushes 
and trees were all so much alike, that to return the way 
she came was not an easy thing to do. The place where 
they had been sitting was covered with wild flowers, like 
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a bright-coloured carpet, and the green boughs of the 
trees met overhead, so that it was like being in a lovely 
bower ; but then, alas ! on each side of them were the 
same kinds of flowers, and behind and before and above 
them were the same great trees. Harry and his mamma 
travelled on, every now and then thinking they had got 
to the part of the forest they were looking for, but only 
again and again to find they were wrong. 

*0 mamma P the child would say, ' I see a monkey 
just exactly like the one I saw before, and he is peeping 
out of the tree in the same funny manner. I am sure 
this is the right way.* 

Still they did not come to the outside of the jungle 
where they had left the carriage, and where papa and 
baby had ridden away out of sight. 

Wandering up and down, and — ^had they only known 
it — going round and round as a horse does in a mill, 
amidst the beautiful flowers and trees and bushes, they 
came at one time upon a large group of aloes. These 
are plants with thick leaves and very sharp, large thorns 
in them ; and this group grew too tall and was too close 
together to pass by ; so that had they come upon a high 
brick wall, it would have been as easy to get beyond. 

Poor mamma was so tired and hot that she felt very 

much inclined to sit down and try no more. Her head 

ached very much, and her heart ached more than her 
■'f c 
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head. But she remembered that God helps those who 
try to help themselves. She was a brave woman as well 
as a good one ; and so she went on, althoi^h she could 
not find her way out of the dense thick wood, or get any 
nearer to the place she wished. 

They had not seen any aloes before, so that Mrs. 
Brisbane knew now, after all their trouble and hours of 
walking about, they were more out of their road than 
before. The best thing, therefore, was to get away from 
the aloes as fast as they could. Mrs. Brisbane thought 
their road must certainly lie on the other side of the 
clump, and that they must have made a circuit and so 
got into the thicket, but she was not sure. 

She looked carefully about her, but could see no way 
out. Presently Harry called loudly, ' Mamma, I sec a 
hole in there — a big hole ; can we not crawl through it V 

Mrs. Brisbane turned. Yes, there was a hole through 
which a person might crawl upon hands and knees ; so 
she and Harry bent down on all fours and squeezed 
themselves through under the prickly plants, whose 
thorns, luckily, all turn upwards. 

It seemed a long time before they got into the air 
again, for spiders had spun their webs, and dead leaves 
and dust and dirt were collected in heaps in this narrow 
pathway. When they got out — some hundred yards off 
on the other side — they were both covered with thorns 
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and flue, and half choked with the dust which had got 
down their throats. 

* I am so thirsty, mamma/ said Harry ; * could I not 
have something to drink ?' 

* Perhaps we may find some water soon/ replied Mrs. 
Brisbane ; ' there must be water somewhere.* 

For, to her grief, now that they were at the other side 
of the clump of aloes, the jungle did not look at all the 
same as it had before they crawled through it. 

In front of them was the dry bed of a watercourse they 
had not seen at the beginning of their journey. It was 
deep— six feet at least, that is, two yards — ^and there 
was a rough narrow bridge made of plank9 of wood over 
it. The water had made deep ruts in the course, which 
the sun had baked very hard ; but there was no water 
now ; and Harry, who was thirsty, was almost inclined 
to cry when he found he could not get a drink. ' 

In his eagerness to find some water he tried to jump 
into the * nullah/ when he fell upon his back, and hurt 
himself a good deal from coming against the hard 
ground. 

'My poor darling,' said mamma, 'are you in great 
pain?' 

*Not very much — only rather bad,* replied Harry, 
whimpering ; but he was a good, brave little fellow, and 
held back his tears ; although, had he been like man^* 
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boys I know — ^selfish and inconsiderate — ^he would have 
cried out, and made his mother suffer more than she 
already did. 

' But I am so thirsty/ continued the child. * Mamma, 
•cannot we get some water, or a little milk would do ?' 

'Presently, dear,* said Mrs. Brisbane. 'I hope we 
shall come to some soon. This watercourse is dry, but 
there must be others. There surely must be others.' 
And she looked around in the hope of seeing one. 

She did not know which way to turn. She had no 
landmarks — nothing to point out to her which way they 
were going. She felt very helpless and very weak. 

' Can you walk on again now, Harry .?' she said. * We* 
shall find no water standing here.' 

So they went on, but still they saw no water. They 
found a few wild mulberries — very sweet and nice — ^very 
like blackberries ; and these they ate of until they could 
eat no more ; and Harry's thirst was gone for the time. 

After a while they came upon a path paved with 
bricks,— one of those laid down for travellers some hun- 
dred years ago. This in parts was so narrow that two 
horses could not have walked abreast along it, and its 
banks were covered with beautiful flowers and fungi. 
Toadstools and mushrooms are both of the fungus tribe, 
and are often very pretty. In some places they are 
scarlet, spotted over with white; in others — India, for 
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instance — ^you may see them like tine delicate lace, on a 
thin stem, exactly in shape like a parasoL 

As the day went on a heavy fog came up, which 
covered everything with a mist, and made Mrs. Brisbane 
almost afraid to stir ; and the night closing in, it became 
very cold and dark. She dared not stand still for fear 
of getting cold, and hardly dared go on for fear of acci- 
dent The gloom increased, and they had had nothing 
to eat, excepting the mulberries they had picked, since 
the morning. 

Heniy, brave little fellow though he was, was almost 
crying with cold and hunger. Mamma did not feel 
much better ; and but for him, I think she would gladly 
have laid down and died when she thought of the loss 
of her husband and baby. 

So they wandered about until it became almost dark. 




CHAPTER V. 



LOST. 



gHEN daylight was gone, and It was so dark 
tliat they could only just see the trunks of 
the trees near them, Mrs. Brisbane paused to 
consider what she had best do. Harry was very tired 
as well as hungry now, and kept on fancying he saw the 
eyes of a tiger glaring at them through the bushes, or 
that a rustle amongst the leaves was made by some 
wild beast or other. He had heard of lions and 
panthers, chetahs and bears ; he had a book full of 
pictures of them, and had been told that they lived in 
the forests and jungle, and roamed about at night 
searching for food, and sometimes eat up people, if they 
had a chance. Mrs. Brisbane also was rather afraid of 
meeting any of these savage beasts, for what could she 
do to protect herself and her child against them if they 
attacked her ? It was so dark now they could not go on 
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walking, for they would most likely only get farther 
and farther astray, instead of finding their way out 
of the wood again. She had been thinking of all this 
for some while, during the time that the mist was rising 
and night coming on, and now she paused to consider. 
When at last she had made up her mind what to do, 
she said, * Do you think you could climb into that tree, 
Harry?' pointing to one near where the lower boughs 
were not very far from the ground. 

* Climb I I should think I could,' answered he, quite 
offended at his mamma supposing he could not ; for the 
fact was, Harry was a very good climber for a little 
chap of eight years old, a much better one than mamma 
herself, I can assure you. * Why, before Georgy Dodds 
went home to England,* continued the young gentle- 
man, * I beat him at climbing trees : all sorts of trees, I 
can tell you.' 

Then Mrs. Brisbane told him she intended to try and 
get up into a tree to pass the night, as she thought they 
would be more comfortable and safer than on the 
ground* So, with a little difficulty on Harry's part, and 
a great deal on that of mamma, whose long petticoats 
were very much in the way, they contrived to climb into 
one, to a branch rather high up. Then they chose a 
nice wide bough for a seat, and Mrs. Brisbane settJ 
herself on it, with her back resting against the br 
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trunk, and her feet dangling down from it. It was not 
so soft a bed as one of feathers to go to sleep in, but she 
felt quite safe to what she had done before: groping 
about in the dusk amongst the bushes. She drew 
Harry close to her, and with one arm round him tried 
to keep him firm on his seat, and warm, and before long 
his head fell forward on her breast, and he slept soundly. 

Some hours passed. Mrs. Brisbane kept awake, listen- 
ing to every sound — as much afraid of the silence as 
she was when a leaf rustled with the wind. As she 
watched and all was quite still but Harry's breathing, 
she heard a voice near calling out very loud, * Tuctoo.* 
She started so as almost to lose her place on the bough 
and fall off, for her fear was great. After a little while^ 
the person, as she thought, called out again, louder than 
before, * Tuctoo,' and then gave a deep groan. 
• The voice woke Harry. 'What is that, mamma?' he 
said, alarmed also. ' Is it the old man come after us ? 
Has he found us out, do you think ? ' 

*Hush,' replied Mrs. Brisbane in a whisper, putting 
her hahd on Harry's mouth to make him silent ; ' I do 
not understand what he is saying, but I fear it must be 
the Poonghy. Keep very, very still, and perhaps he 
may pass on without seeing us.' 

They waited for some time, not daring to say a word, 
hoping the priest would go on his way before the sun 
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rose to show him where they were; but ere long the 
same voice cried out again, *Tuctoo/ and afterwards 
gave a dismal groan. This time it was much nearer to 
their hiding-place. Mrs. Brisbane did not know what 
to do, for she supposed the person calling out must be 
in great pain on account of the groans that followed 
each call; but she feared to leave her seat on the 
branches of the tree to go and see, lest it might be done 
only as a decoy or lure, to make them come down that 
they might be killed. So she only bade Harry keep 
very quiet, whilst she trembled herself and kept him 
tightly hugged in her arms. All through the cold, dark 
night she heard the voice calling *Tuctoo,* sometimes 
quite close to her, until she was sick with terror of it, 
and the groans that came afterwards. 

At last morning dawned, first dusk, and then lighter, 
and then with a burst the sun rose, and it was day. 
There was no one to be seen near; Mrs. Brisbane looked 
all round, but only green boughs and thick clustering 
leaves met her eyes. No priest or robber, or any 
dreadful form such as she had fancied by her through 
the weary hours of darkness. She gave a deep sigh of 
relief. 

'The man has gone on, and not seen us, thank God !' 
she said to Harry. *Now we will get down from the 
tree, and try and find our way out of the jungle.* 
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They were both a little stifT at first from having been 
so long in such a cramped position, but soon managed 
to shake off the feeling, when mamma b^an to descend. 
She had not got farther than the second bough, and was 
trying it with one foot, before trusting herself to the 
next, when she all at once heard the same voice calling 
out *Tuctoo.* Mrs. Brisbane stopped, and signed to 
Harry to lie still. 

*Tuctoo I* and then a groan. 

She could see neither priest nor any other man. For 
some time she could see nothing at all but the leaves of 
the tree she was on, until at last, high up in a neigh- 
bouring one, she spied a large kind of lizard, black and 
very ugly, hanging by clinging with his feet to a bough. 
At first when she saw it she only thought it was a lizard 
and nothing more, until she saw him open his great 
toad-like mouth and halloo ' Tuctoo.' 

*Why, it is only a great, ugly black lizard after 
all, Harry,' she said. ' What a mountain we have made 
of a mole-hill r and she laughed, and was altogether 
so much amused at her own fright, that she jumped 
down to the ground as lightly as the little boy him- 
self. 

Harry took up a stone to throw at the lizard, who 
clung to the bough, his throat widely inflated with 
fear. 
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' Punish him as he deserves for frightening us so,' said 
he ; * horrid wretch !* 

*No, no/ replied mamma; 'the poor thing is quite 
harmless, I do not doubt No more stones, my boy. 
Throw those away/ 

* Shall I say my prayers too?' asked Harry, seeing 
his mamma had covered her face with her hand. 

Then he repeated the Lord's Prayer out loud with 
her ; but when he came to * Give us this day our daily 
bread,' the remembrance of his hunger was too great for 
him, and he stopped, saying, — 

* I want my breakfast, mamma, so much ; I wish I 
had not given more than half my bread and milk yester- 
day to Fluffy. Do you think God will send us our daily 
bread to-day, mamma?' 

' Yes, dear ; if not bread, I trust He will send us help 
in some way. Are you very hungry, my child ?' 

* Oh yes, mamma, I feel such a pain in my stomach, 
and sick;' and Harry began to pluck and eat some leaves 
off a bush growing near. 

* Do not eat those, my darling,' said his mother. * I 
do not know what they are. They may be poison. Try 
and wait just a little longer, and we may find some more 
nice mulberries.' 

The early morning air was fresh and sweet, the dew 
was still on the grass, and had it not been that they 
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were two poor, hungry, tired, and lost creatures, they 
would have enjoyed seeing the beauty of the flowers on 
all sides of them. Insects were beginning to get lively, 
and fly and buzz about As they walked on, they 
heard a slight noise, and saw a jackal skulking home 
after being out all night in search of food. He looked 
so fierce and sly and wicked, that Harry was quite 
glad he ran away so fast. They next met a large 
troop of wild deer coming out of their covert or bed 
to crop the grass ; and when the deer saw them, they 
threw up their heads high in the air, and snufled with 
their noses, and then darted ofl* all together, quite 
frightened. 

*Well, they are soon off"!' said Harry, laughing. 
'Didn't they run fast, mamma?' But whilst he was 
speaking, he caught sight of a large mulberry . bush^ full 
of fruit, and ran up to it. 

'Come, mamma,' he cried, with his mouth stuffed 
quite full ; 'here are such a quantity !' 

Then Mrs. Brisbane and Harry fell to work eating 
the sweet ripe fruit until their hunger was satisfied, and 
their faces and hands were the colour of violet with the 
rich juice. Fruit by itself is not a substantial meal, but to 
these fainting wayfarers it now seemed a most delicious 
breakfast At last even Harry could feat no more, and 
"%h. he did not feel much inclined to move, his 
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mamma told him to come on before the sun made the 
day too hot for walking. 

*Did I not tell you/ said Mrs. Brisbane, 'that God 
would send us our daily bread ?' 

Harry opened his eyes. 'They were mulberries, 
mamma,' he answered; but then he was a little boy, and 
did not understand that by praying for ' daily bread,* we 
do not mean only loaves and rolls made of flour and 
water, but everything we may require for our comfort 
and support. God had sent them the mulberry bush 
because there were no bakers' shops in the forest, so 
that bread, or what Harry called bread, could not be 
found there. 

Mrs. Brisbane and Harry went on looking to the right, 
and then to the left, hoping always to come to the 
place they sought. They came to a watercourse on the 
way, with just a little trickling rill in the middle of it. 
Here was water, but how were they to get at it to drink. 
They slid down the bank, and went close up to the 
streamlet, and tried by putting their hands in to carry 
some of it to their mouths ; but the water was in such a 
small quantity, that the little ran away between their 
fingers before it could be drank. After several efforts, 
by which they only managed just to wet their lips, but 
not to get a regular good drink, Mrs. Brisbane sat down 
upon the bank. 
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' We must think of some other plan to get the water/ 
she said, 'than with such bottomless cups as our hands. 
Is there nothing to make a cup of?' And she glanced 
around, and up and down Harry's dress and her own, to 
consider. 

'Would a leaf do, mamma — a large leaf? I have 
often drank out of a leaf I filled at the fountain.' 

'There is not sufficient water here for a leaf* No, 
nothing will do that we cannot leave to get filled 
gradually.* 

Mrs. Brisbane's eyes were fixed on the ground at 
Harry's feet. She was thinking, when all at once her 
face got bright, and she said, — 

' I have it ! one of your shoes, Harry.' 

So he took off his shoe, and Mrs. Brisbane carried it 
down, and placed it just where the water could trickle 
into it, whilst Harry hopped along on one leg after her. 
When the shoe was nearly full, she gave it to her child, 
who drank the water eagerly, although, I daresay, it had 
a strong taste of leather. Then mamma had a draught, 
and then Harry another, until with the fruit and the 
water they both felt quite full for the time being. Un- 
luckily Harry could not keep up hopping on one leg for 
any distance, and just when he did let his shoeless foot 
touch the ground, he ran a sharp thorn into it. Mrs. 
Brisbane took out the thorn and washed his foot in the 
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stream ; but after he put on his shoe again, the place 
pained him, and made him walk lame now and then. 
They could not get on so fast as Mrs. Brisbane wished, 
although in her anxiety to reach the spot where she had 
last seen her husband and baby, she tried more than 
once to carry Harry pick-a-back. But a boy of eight is 
a heavy load for a woman not used to labour, so that 
they did not get on very quickly. 

They had now been nearly two days in the wood, 
with nothing but a little fruit to eat, and both began, as 
the heat of the afternoon increased, to feel very faint 
and weak. 




CHAPTER VI. 



THE ROGUE ELEPHANT. 




S the sun rose higher in the sky the heat got 
more intense, and in those parts of the forest 
where the trees did not meet above, its rays 
came down so strongly on the heads of Mrs. Brisbane 
and Harry, that they scarcely knew how to bear it. 
There was a great silence over everything, owing to the 
heat, for even the insects had crept into holes and 
comers to get away from it as much as they could. 
Mrs. Brisbane carried Harry on her back, for his foot 
was swollen and hurt him too much to walk any 
farther. 

She was going on very slowly and painfully when, 
all of a sudden, the silence was broken by a great 
trumpeting, followed by the crashing of boughs, and 
they had only just time to get behind a large tree, so 

48 
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that the stem of it hid them from sight, when a huge 
elephant came through the underwood, treading down 
the bushes and long grass in his path, and making a 
great noise. His trunk was straight out before him, so 
that he showed his long, sharp white tusks as he went 
screaming on ; and his little tail, which is very like a 
pig's, was held out stiff behind him. He seemed very 
angry, but he went on without taking any notice of Mrs. 
Brisbane and Harry, who kept behind the tree. I do 
not think he saw them at all. If he had, perhaps he 
would have hurt them ; for he was so cross that he pulled 
up a young sapling near by the roots and threw it down, 
so that it hit the very tree behind which mamma and her 
boy had taken refuge, and made it shake with the force 
of the blow. The elephant went on so fast that he was 
soon out of sight, although for some time after the 
crashing of the bushes as he trod them down and broke 
them could be heard. 

'O mamma,* said Harry, when he found his tongue 
again, * I was so afraid ! Were not you ? I am so glad 
the elephant is gone. What made him so angry ? He 
did not see us, do you think ?* 

* No, dear ; thank God he did not, or he would pro- 
bably have trodden upon us as he did upon the shrubs 
in his path, and crushed us to death.' 

' What made him so angry, mamma ? ' 

D 
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' I do not know unless he is what is called a ''rogue 
elephant" ' 

* What is that, mamma ? ' 

* Elephants always live a good many together or else 
in couples, that is, two and two ; and when there is an 
uneven number in a herd, the old elephants will some- 
times turn one out to live by himself, or join another 
herd. Then he becomes very wild and savage, and 
is called a "rogue," and will do a great deal of 
mischief.' 

* Do you think he was a " rogue," mamma, that he 
3eemed so angry ? ' 

* Probably, dear ; for he was all alone.* 

' Do you like elephants, mamma ? I don't' 

* Were you not fond of old Siam when he lived in our 
compound, and used to take care of ayah's baba for 
her ? ' said Mrs. Brisbane. 

' I forget. Tell me about him, mamma.' 
'When ayah wanted to leave her child at home, if 
she were going out to buy anything in the bazaar, she 
would put him on the ground in the compound, in a 
shady place. Then she would tell Siam to watch it, 
and he would go and pick a large bough off a tree, and 
stand before baba, and fan him whilst he slept I have 
often seen ayah's little fat, dark, roly-poly baby fast 
asleep in front of Siam's great fore feet, whilst he with 
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the branch held in his trunk gravely kept guard over 
the child.* 

*That was very nice and kind of him. Is Siam 
dead?' 

^ I fancy not, although I do not know where he is now. 
Elephants live to a great age — a hundred years and 
more.' 

* A hundred years, mamma ; that is old ! Why, that 
is older even than you or papa, is it not ? ' 

Mrs. Brisbane smiled. 'Little folks like you,' she 
said, 'think papas and mammas are always very old, 
don't you ? ' 

'Tell me another story about an elephant,' continued 
Harry, nestling up to his mother; for after the fright 
the ' rogue ' had given them, Mrs. Brisbane had sat down 
on the sapling he had turned up, to rest and recover 
herself a little, and Harry was sitting by her side. 

'They are very clever animals,' said mamma, 'and 
may be taught to carry wood and pile it up, and almost 
to build houses. They will do anything for those who 
treat them kindly. Would you like to hear about the 
elephant I rode once when I first came to India ? ' 

* Were you a little girl then, m^mma ?' asked Harry. 

* No ; I was as big as I am now, only a good deal 
younger, and I and my sister were very anxious to ride 
upon an elephant ; for we did not know then how ve^ 
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uneasy a seat we should have. I was staying with the 
Governor at a fine large house — ^big as a palace — called 
Government House; and one day he ordered an ele- 
phant so that I might ride.' 

* Had the elephant a howdah on its back^ mamma i ' 
*Yes, my dear; it had everything proper that it 

should have, and Annie and I climbed up on to it. 
Whilst he only walked I managed to sit comfortably 
enough. After a while we came to a tree, and the 
mahoot, who was the elephant's driver, told him to pick 
a flower and give it to the mem sahib, — ^meaning my 
sister, for she was a good deal older than I was. The 
elephant stopped, picked a bunch of flowers, and then 
turning his trunk right back over his head, offered them 
to Annie. Then the mahoot said, "Pick another for 
missy baba," and the docile beast pulled another bunch 
and gave them to me.' 

* But what I want to know, mamma, is how he could 
tell that aunt Annie was older than you.' 

* Oh, I do not know,' replied Mrs. Brisbane, ' unless he 
saw it written down in the first leaf of the family Bible.' 

' Mamma, you are joking. Elephants can't read, you 
know that,' said Harry. 

* Yes, dear, I know that ; but I do not know how far 
the instincts of animals go : only God who made them 
can tell that.' 
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* Was that the end of your ride ? * 

* No. My sister and I were both determined to have 
a gallop on the elephant^ so we bid the driver make 
him do so ; but we were very glad to stop, I can assure 
you, for although he only went fast a very little way, we 
were quite bruised and sore for many days after.' 

* And did you ever ride him again ? * asked Harry. 

' Never, my dear,* answered Mrs. Brisbane ; * one ride 
was quite sufficient* 

* But tell me,* said Harry, ' how they can make bad 
elephants like the " rogue ** good.* 

* When first the poor creatures are trapped, they are 
very wild and savage. It is only after they are tamed 
that they become so docile and obedient.' 

*How do they make them tame, mamma .^' asked 
Harry. 

' By never allowing them to go to sleep. After they 
are caught, they bring them in bound with cords and 
chains. They fasten down each leg to the ground, and 
as soon as they see the poor brute shutting his eyes, — 
because they tire themselves very much struggling to 
get free, — ^the natives dance and yell round them, and 
flash lighted torches before them. Nothing wears out 
an animal like want of sleep ; so after a while the ele- 
phant is quite bowed down with misery, and becomes 
gentle.' 
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' Is that all about elephants ? ' asked Harry. 

' Yes/ said mamma ; * and we had best go on again. 
Do you think you can walk a little now ? ' 

* I will try, mamma/ replied brave little Harry. But 
when he got up he limped so badly, that Mrs. Brisbane 
had soon to take him on her back again. 

She was walking along very slowly and carefully, 
looking on the ground as she went ; for she had heard 
there were snakes in the forest, and she did not wish to 
tread on one ; for although snakes will generally slink 
away from any one coming near, they will bite if trodden 
on and hurt, and are very often poisonous. She was 
bending rather forward, for Harry was on her back, 
when she saw something dark just in her path. She 
thought it was a snake or viper, though really it was 
only an old branch of a tree, — but then fear often makes 
us imagine we see things which are not, — and running 
quickly to one side to get away from a fancied danger 
she ran into a real one, for she stepped right upon a 
hole, or soft place, into which she fell. The ground was 
all mire, and if it had not been that in falling Harry 
was sent off her shoulders, I do not think she could 
have managed to get out. As it was, she struggled 
until she was wet and dirty, much above her ankles, and 
was quite tired before she was on her feet again. 

When Harry found his mamma could not make her 
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'^ay out of the hole Into which she had fallen, he called 
out loud with fear, but no answer came to his ' Mamma ! 
mamma ! ' but a * Ma — a — ' repeated by the echo in the 
hills. When at last Mrs. Brisbane contrived to stand 
on her feet, Harry ran and hugged her very tightly 
— ^he was so pleased to have her safe and well again, 
though very muddy. 

'I thought you were going right down,' he said. 
'How unlucky you should have run just into the 
hole!' 

Mrs. Brisbane seemed ready to agree with Harry, for 
she did not know then, that what she thought was an 
unlucky run from the snake, was really to prove a step 
in the right way. She did not know it until some 
moments later, when, coming to a familiar spot, she 
found they were just on the outskirts of the jungle. 
All at once she remembered the place, the bushes, the 
trees out of which the monkeys had looked, the thick 
hedges on either side, and beyond, the dry and dusty 
road to Delhi ! She shaded her eyes with her hand to 
be sure she had not made any mistake, and looked as if 
she could not gaze enough. At last she said, * Surely 
this is the place.' 

Then they went on a few steps farther, when they 
came upon the buggy, with the shafts buried in the long 
grass, and the pony's harness all lying about in an 
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untidy manner, just as they had left it the morning 
before. 

* Yes, this is the place,' continued Mrs. Brisbane ; * but 
papa has not yet come back to it.' And then she sat 
down thinking and looking out on the road, down which 
the Pegu had galloped away. 

* Is papa never coming back for us ? ' said Harry, be- 
ginning to cry. 

His mamma did not answer him. More than twenty- 
four hours had now passed since they had run away 
from the Poonghy, and all this time she had been trying 
to find the place again, thinking that when she did so, 
she should find her husband and baby a& well ; but 
there was no sign either of them or the pony. She felt 
inclined to cry out like Harry, 'Will he never come 
back > ' 

* What shall we do, mamma ? ' said the child. 

Mrs. Brisbane turned her sad eyes on him, and 
answered, * God knows.' 

' Must we go on walking, mamma ? I am so tired and 
hungry, and my foot hurts me so,' asked Harry. 

Mrs. Brisbane thought. Then after a while she said, 
' We can only wait here, my dear. It is our only chance 
of seeing papa or baby again. We must wait and trust.' 

Then she got up and went to the buggy, thinking they 
would be better sitting in it than on the ground, though 
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the cushion had been used for a saddle for the pony, 
and there was only a bare board to sit on. But she had 
another idea, another hope in hurrying to the carriage, 
and that was, that she might possibly find something to 
eat in it. Mr. Brisbane often took some wine and a few 
sandwiches or biscuits with him when he was likely to 
be out many hours, and by chance there might be some 
now in the tin case. She found and opened it, but, alas ! 
there were only a few crumbs left from what had been 
there. She was very much disappointed. Then she 
shook the flask and took out the stopper and smelt it. 
Yes, there was something in that, — sherry, or sherry 
and water. She gave Harry a drink from it, and took 
another herself; and the wine seemed to put new life 
into them. Mrs. Brisbane then looked under the seat, 
when, to her joy, she found the remains of a very coarse 
kind of bread, such as they give the horses in India. 
The loaf was stale and not very clean, for it had lain for 
some days close by the pick and some old rope ; but she 
and Harry ate it gladly, and thought they had never 
tasted anything better. 

When children are inclined to waste their food, and 
put bits all round the rims of their plates at dinner, as if 
it were not nice, I sometimes think it would do them 
good to be really hungry, if only to show them how 
differently they would act. 
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The bread was so dry, that when Mrs. Brisbane and 
Hany had devoured every scrap of it, and even picked 
up the crumbs that fell down in breaking it, they both 
felt thirsty again. Mamma gave Harry his share of the 
wine in the flask, though at any other time she would 
not have let him have wine, for it is not at all a proper 
thing for children to drink ; but now, when they could 
get no water, and were weak and faint for want of food, 
she thought it might do him good. It made him feel 
quite happy and strong for a few minutes, and then he 
got drowsy and lay down at the bottom of the buggy to 
sleep. The sun was very hot indeed, although they 
were not just under its rays. Thus Harry slept whilst 
his mamma sat by, with her eyes fixed on the Delhi 
road. The child was feverish and restless, and he tossed 
about, and, dreaming he was at home, he called out 
* Ayah ' for his nurse, or ' Qui hi ? ' Then he turned again 
and slept ; but Mrs. Brisbane was too unhappy to rest 
or close her eyes. The whole morning had passed away : 
and the night before they had spent in the tree, and all 
the day before that, and still Mr. Brisbane with the baby 
had not come back. If he were alive, she felt sure that 
she should have seen him before now ; and if he had 
been found and killed by the Sepoys, she would never 
look on him again, or even know what had taken place. 
Perhaps the wretched mutineers had murdered her 
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pretty baby also, or if they had not, and had killed his 
father, who was there to take care of Cyril and feed him 
and hush him to sleep ? She did not weep, she was too 
grieved for that ; but she sat down, feeling giddy, with a 
sad heart, and looked out along the road until her eyes 
were quite dim and ached with watching. She sat there 
whilst the sun was hot and after it went down, and until 
she shivered with the rising mist ; for she had nothing 
to put over her summer muslin dress, and the fog made 
it quite damp. When it became dark she climbed up 
into the carriage beside Harry, who still slept, tossing 
about and moaning. Poor mamma could not sleep 
herself, but now and then she dozed a little. So these 
two passed away the long hours of the second night 
they spent in the jungle* 




CHAPTER VII. 



HAGAR. 




HEN the next morning dawned, Harry, who 
had been tossing about all night, looked hot 
and red in the face. His eyes were shut, 
and he kept moving, and talking of his ayah and baby 
and. home. ' Papa,' he cried, ' dear papa, I will be good, 
indeed I will. Don't leave me ; it is so hot here, the 
sun will burn me.' Then again, ' Just one drop, papa ; 
look, baby is spilling it all : don't let him. Only a 
little drop of water, papa.' Harry talked without know- 
ing what he said, for the heat, fatigue, and want of food 
had made him quite light-headed. Mrs. Brisbane saw 
that he did not know what he was saying, or where he 
was. His lips were dry, and his mouth was parched ; 
he was in a fever, but she had no water to give him, 
and did not xiare leave him to seek for some, for fear 
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she should lose herself again as she had done before, 
and be unable to find her way back again. She took 
Harry up in her arms, and went a little way into the 
shade, and, like Hagar, 'cast the child under one of 
the shrubs.* 

You remember the story in the Bible of Hagar ? how 
her mistress Sarah persuaded Abraham to send her 
out of the house, with her son Ishmael, into the desert, 
and how she wandered about with him until he lay, as 
she thought, dying under a bush ? Poor Mrs. Brisbane 
was very much in the same strait as the Jewish mother 
Hagar. She could do nothing for her child to soothe 
his pain, and she could not bear to stand by helpless, 
and see the suffering she could not relieve; so 'she 
went and sat herself down over against him a good 
way off, as it were a bow-shot; for she said. Let me 
not see the death of the child ; and she sat over against 
him, and lift up her voice and wept' She thought of 
all that made her boy so dear to her — his sweet temper, 
his love for his papa and herself, his patience, and how 
during the last few days, though but a little fellow 
of eight years old, he had shown himself so brave and 
unselfish. He had not added to her care and grief 
by complaints, because he was hungry and thirsty and 
cold, with no nice bed to lie on. He had walked on, 
though tired, cheerfully, until he hurt his foot and could 
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walk no more; and with it all^ he had been good- 
tempered, and kept up his spirits like a plucky English 
boy. And now her darling was dying from want of 
water, and from being out in the night air and the 
damp — dying before her fond eyes, and she without 
power to help it. She did not feel hungry herself any 
more now, only sick and giddy. It was mid-day, and 
the sun was hot; and Mrs. Brisbane sat hour after 
hour only waiting that they might both die. She no 
longer even hoped that her husband would come back ; 
she felt sure he must have been killed, and, with Harry 
dying also, what had she to live for ? Every now and 
then she stole a glance towards where he lay. He was 
quieter now than he had been, and looked very pale. 
Mamma took his hand in hers to feel if it were warm, 
for she fancied at first that he might be dead — he lay 
so still. But Harry was not dead, he was only asleep. 
Then his mother went over again to the place where 
she had been sitting, and bowed her head upon her 
hands^ and tried not to complain. 

Towards the afternoon, as Mrs. Brisbane sat helpless 
and hopeless, she saw a group of people coming towards 
her, and as they got nearer she found they were all 
natives. Then she said to herself, 'These men will 
surely kill us — I wish it was all over;* and she shut 
her eyes. I think, had she not been so weak and ill 
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herself, that her first idea would have been to have 
run over to where Harry lay, to try and keep off all 
danger from him, for as long a time as she could, but 
she was so unhappy ; she did not feel as if she cared 
what happened to her, and so tired, she could scarcely 
move or stand. The men soon caught sight of her, 
and began running to where she was, crying out some- 
thing she did not understand. She supposed it was 
because they were eager to kill her, but she did not 
stir— -only watched them as they came towards her. 
The foremost of them, who looked quite kind, called 
out to her, *Mem sahib — no hurting you — no need 
running away ; you sitting still/ 

Then Mrs. Brisbane looked lip and said, 'Who are 
you, and what do you want i Have you come to kill 
us.?' 

' No such ting, missy. Who you ?* replied the man. 

' I am an' ofRcer's widow, and shall be childless also 
soon,' said Mrs. Brisbane, as she pointed with her finger 
to where Harry lay. * I have lost my husband and my 
baby, and this one is dying.' 

'Your sahib, mem, wearing baba tied round with 
red sash, was he ?' asked the man. 

'Yes, yes,' cried Mrs. Brisbane, eagerly starting up 
in spite of her weakness ; * have you seen him ? have 
you seen my husband and my baby ?' 
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* Surely, mem/ replied the man; 'officer sahib all 
alive — ^baba all alive. We coming searching }rou.' 

Then Mrs. Brisbane burst into tears, fell down on her 
knees, and clasped her hands in thankfulness to God 
for such good news. He had sent His angel to her in 
the desert ; not an angel with white wings, but an angel 
all the sam^ in the person of that kind man. 

'Where is my husband ?' she asked 'Why did he not 
come with you?' 

' Sick,' answered the native, with a nod. ' We taking 
mem sahib to him.' 

Mrs. Brisbane was all anxiety to go to her husband 
now. The men had brought some food and water with 
them, and when Harry had had a good drink, he 
opened his eyes, and then mamma found that the deep 
sleep he had lain so still in some hours, had done him 
great good, and he was no longer light-headed, for the 
fever was gone. She clasped him in her arms, and 
kissed him ; and they both felt very grateful for their 
present joy. 

Some of the men were on horseback, and one of 
them put his beast into the shafts of the buggy, by 
means of the bits of harness still there. Then Mrs. 
Brisbane and Harry got into it, whilst the man led the 
horse on by the bridle in the direction the Pegu had 
taken Mr. Brisbane and baby. Mamma and Harry sat 
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side by side, quite content to go on slowly, since they 
knew that every step brought them nearer to the dear 
ones they had lost. Mrs. Brisbane did not ask the 
men any questions about how they had met with her 
husband and Cyril, or how it happened they had come 
to look for them. The grief and anxiety, the fatigue 
and want she had undergone the last few days, had 
left' their effects upon her, and she could not exert 
herself to speak just then. She was too much overcome 
with the new feeling of happiness and safety ; so, with 
Harry pressed close to her, she slept long and soundly. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



WHERE THE PEGU WENT. 




HEN the pony, frightened by the stone 
thrown at him by the priest, dashed off, 
he went back some little way towards Delhi, 
but not very far. It was because he turned down a 
steep hill that Mrs. Brisbane so soon lost sight of him 
and her husband. It was only fear that gave the poor 
animal strength to run any more, as he had come many 
miles that morning, and was already tired. The blow 
from the stone was a hard one ; and besides this, Mr. 
Brisbane, having just come off parade when he started, 
was still in uniform, of which a sword forms part. 
This, from the fast pace at which the Pegu was going, 
knocked against his side, and gave him such blows as 
to make him think they were intended to urge him 
to go faster. His rider had no means of trying to Stop 
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animal strength to run any more, as he had come many 
miles that morning, and was already tired. The blow 
from the stone was a hard one ; and besides t 
Brisbane, having Just come off parade 
was still in uniform, of whigj 
This, from the fast ] 
knocked ; 
to make him 1 
to go faster. 
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him, as the reins were not on the headstall, having been 
used to fasten the cushion on as a saddle, so that the 
bit was useless to pull him in by. All Mr. Brisbane 
could do was to try and stick on by pressing his knees 
against the horse's sides, and this he did. After gallop- 
ing two or three miles, they came to a native village 
of a few huts built of bamboo, and thatched with grass. 
Here was a fallen tree just across their path, which 
Rufus, blind with fear, ran against, and in so doing fell 
down, and sent Mr. Brisbane right over his head. Some 
women ran out of one of the houses at the noise, when 
they saw, to their great surprise, what they thought 
was a dead pony with a dead man beside him. 

Cyril was alive, — there was no doubt of that, — for the 
baby, who, from the speed with which he had been 
carried, had had no breath to scream before, now roared 
lustily. He was not hurt, for his father, falling face 
downwards, had broken the baby's fall ; and Cyril, 
still strapped to his back, was quite uninjured. At first, 
the women stared at the officer lying there as if dead ; 
then they went up to the pony, who was past help, 
for he had knocked his brains out with the force of 
the blow he had given himself against the tree. After 
that, one of them began to undo the sash that bound 
the baby to his father. They chattered over him in a 
language he did not understand, and one carried him 
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off to her hut, where she got him some boiled rice in 
a bowl, with a little warm milk, and began to feed him. 
Before long Cyril was quite happy, for a young child 
only wants to be kept warm, and have plenty to eat, 
to be content. The woman, seeing he was sleepy, 
hushed him in her arms, and then went and placed him 
in the cot with her own little boy, who was asleep. 
Indian native children do not wear any clothes at all, 
so that they look very funny running about ; for their 
round, fat bodies shine with the oil rubbed over them 
by their mothers, and they roll or caper like so many 
eels. This rubbing themselves with oil is a necessary 
precaution against insects, otherwise the mosquitoes 
would bite them to death. 

Indians are not the same race as the African negroes. 
They are not nearly so dark, their hair is straight 
instead of being woolly, and their features are delicate ; 
so that some of the children and young people are 
very pretty. 

The dark-skinned baby, by whose side Cyril was put, 
was hanging in a hammock, or kind of bed, swung on 
to the bough of a tree ; and when his mamma put the 
white child in, she gave it a push that set it swinging 
backwards and forwards, so that it rocked the children 
to sleep. 

Mr. Brisbane lay without sense or motion, which 
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made the women think he was dead, but he was not 
dead ; only he had hit his head in falling, and that was 
the reason he lay so still. After chattering over him, 
and touching him, they left him lying where he was, 
and busied themselves attending to Cyril. 

Towards evening the men came back from their 
work, when they also drew near the fallen man to look 
at him, and then they talked a good deal, but that 
was all. It was not until Mr. Wilson, the missionary, 
happened to pass that way that anything at all was 
done. This gentleman felt Mr. Brisbane's pulse, and 
his heart, and found he was still alive ; so he ordered 
the natives to take him into one of their huts, and 
undress him, and lay him on a mat. After that, Mr. 
Wilson washed his head, and cut off the hair where he 
saw a large wound, and finally bound it up with a cloth. 
Mr. Brisbane groaned whilst his head was being dressed, 
but did not seem to recover his senses, except to fall 
asleep, for he had lost a great deal of blood, and was 
very weak from it. 

The men could not tell Mr. Wilson how the wounded 
officer got there, and the women only talked all at 
once, so that he was obliged to be content to know 
nothing at all. 

This village was many miles from Delhi, and they 
had no letters, or newspapers, or telegraph wires to 
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bring them news, so that the natives were quite igno- 
rant of the mutiny having taken place, and some of 
them had only now and then seen an English officer. 
They were very curious to look at his red coat and 
sash, his shako and sword belt ; and after these things 
were all taken off him, they examined them very care- 
fully, particularly the gold lace and buttons, which they 
fancied might be real, and of immense value. 

These people go almost naked, wearing nothing on 
their bodies excepting what they call a cloth, which is 
a piece of white calico round their loins. The rest of 
their costume is bare skin — naked feet and arms and 
hands ; quite funny they look, I assure you. 

All this while Mr. Brisbane had«not spoken, whilst the 
missionary sat by him in the hut, trying to make him 
sensible by bathing his face with cold water. Little 
Cyril was quite at home in the cot beside the native 
baby, and they coo'd and crowed to each other in a 
language understood by both. Father and baby were 
as unconscious of where they were as Mrs. Brisbane 
and Harry up in the tree, listening to the ' Tuctoo.' 

The next morning, when Mr. Brisbane awoke, he 
found himself lying on a straw mat on the floor of a 
hut, but without any idea how he got there. The place 
was such 2r one as he had never seen before, — bare 
walls, and rafters loosely put together for a roof; an 
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earthen floor, made hard and firm by being trodden 
on ; and a couple of stools, with a few cooking pots 
and pans for furniture. A woman was washing some 
rice at one end of the hut, and Mr. Brisbane asked 
her where he was, and how he came there ; but she did 
not understand a word of English, so she only showed 
her white teeth. Then an idea seemed to strike her, 
and she opened her mouth very wide, and pointed with 
one finger down her throat, — meaning. Was he hungry } 
Mr. Brisbane nodded his head, when she went out, but 
soon came back again with some roasted plantains, 
which she gave him. Plantains are a vegetable, which 
taste very like sweet potatoes or chestnuts. When he 
had finished eating these, the woman brought him some 
water in a gourd to drink, and then Mr. Brisbane tried 
again to make her understand what he wanted to know. 
It was no good, for all the answer he could get was 
a great deal of nodding and grinning and showing of 
teeth ; for he did not speak much of her language, and 
she spoke not one word of his. Then Mr. Brisbane 
tried to get up, to go out of the hut to see for him- 
self, but in moving he fainted. The Indian gave a yell, 
and rushed out to tell the rest, that the white man 
was dead again, leaving him to come round at his 
leisure. These poor people, however, were very kind 
to him and baby, and did all they could for them. The 
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men were away at field work in the day, so that the 
women of the village — ^which consisted of a few huts 
only — ^were left alone. 

At one time the father heard a child's scream, and 
thought it was little CyriFs voice, but he was quite 
unable to move that he might go and see. It was not 
Cyril, but the native baby, who was older, and could 
just toddle about. His mother was in the habit of 
giving him a piece of rice bread, or plantain, to keep 
him quiet when she was busy, and the little fellow 
would walk up and down the place by himself whilst 
eating it. There was a large monkey belonging to 
these people, and when he had watched the women all 
out of sight, and supposed the child to be quite alone, 
he would come slyly 'down from a tree, snatch the food 
from his hand, and run away again with it The scream 
from the child that followed this theft generally brought 
his mother out, but only to find that the monkey was 
already safe up in the tree again, out of reach, devour- 
ing the dainty. The day before, however, she had 
watched, and as soon as the monkey took hold of the 
food, had rushed out with a stick and given him a 
good beating. These animals are held sacred by many 
of the natives, and thought to be gods, but that did 
not prevent the woman from giving the monkey a 
sound whipping for stealing. To-day the child was 
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alone as usual^ and had a nice hot roasted plantain in 
his hand ; but he had hardly put it to his mouth when 
a scream was heard, — the. scream Mr. Brisbane fancied 
was given by Cyril, — and the big monkey had again 
taken away the food. The mother ran out, armed with 
her stick, as the monkey was just preparing to get up 
a tree, but he saw her ; and remembering the beating 
he had got the day before, what do you think this 
greedy but clever brute did? He ran back to the 
crying child, and pu£ the plantain into his hand again, 
and then jumped up a tree as fast as he could. 

Whilst talking of monkeys, I should like to tell you 
an anecdote of one, which has nothing to do with this 
story, but is such an amusing tale that I think you 
will be pleased to hear it : — 

A monkey was once sent by train, with the address 
of the person for whom he was intended, tied on to 
his collar; but when he arrived at the end of his 
journey, the direction was gone. He had picked it off 
with his busy, mischief-loving fingers, and torn it up. 
The porter who took him out of the van went and told 
the stationmaster that there was a monkey, but with- 
out any address on him, and asked what he was to do 
with him. The stationmaster told the porter he had 
best shut him up in his own little room, until some one 
came to claim him. This the porter did. Next day 
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he came to his master, and said : ' That there monkey, 
sir, have been a taking of a box of pills. He's very 
ill, sir; what am I to do with him?' So the station- 
master went into the porter's room, where he found 
Jacko seated on a little sill just above the door, with 
one hand to his head, and the other pressed against 
his stomach. There was no doubt he was sick, — ^very 
sick indeed, — for he had taken some Cockle's pills off 
the mantelpiece, and swallowed them, box and all ; and 
they had proved too strong a dose even for a monkey. 
Some hours afterwards, when he felt better, Jacko came 
down from his seat over the door, and sat and watched 
the porter as he made up the fire before leaving the 
room. . There was a scuttle of coals in one corner, and 
in another a box — very like it to look at — filled with 
fog-signals. These are things made with gunpowder, 
and go off with a loud noise when a light is put to 
them. The porter threw all the coals left in the scuttle 
on to the fire, and then went away to attend to his 
duties outside. As soon as he was gone, the monkey 
thought he would imitate him, and make up the fire 
also ; so he went for the coals, but when he found the 
scuttle was empty, he took the box of fog-signals, and 
threw them all on to the fire instead. There was a 
loud report, and a great flame, and smoke. The porter 
\n up at once, but only in time to see the whole front 
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of his room blown out with the force of the gunpowder, 
and the monkey scampering away across the fields as 
fast as he could, very much frightened at what he had 
done. 'Blessed if it ain't that *ere monkey,* said the 
porter. And that is the end of the story, for Jacko 
was never seen or heard of again. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



THE INDIAN VILLAGE. 




R. BRISBANE lay on -the mat on the floor 
of the Indian hut, too weak from loss of 
blood to move. He wanted to know about 
Cyril and the pony, and how he had got there; but 
it was of no use asking questions of persons who could 
not understand what he said to them, and if he tried 
to get up, it made him faint away. He endured much 
pain of mind and body all this time, for he did not know 
what had become of his wife and Harry any more than 
of Cyril, and he felt as if he were doing wrong to lie 
idle there, though he could not help himself. Towards 
the evening Mr. Wilson came again to see him 
and dress his wounded head ; and you may imagine 
how glad Mr. Brisbane was, who was dozing, to be 
*'ened up by a voice speaking in English to him, and 
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saying, ' How are you to-night ? I hope your head is 
better?* 

Mr. Brisbane started and opened his eyes wide ; he 
grasped the hand the other held out to him, and thought 
how kind he looked. 

'How did I come here?* he asked. 'Can you tell 
me ? Have you heard anything of my wife and child 
and my baby ? Are they alive and safe ? ' 

*Make your mind easy about baby,' replied Mr. 
Wilson ; ' he is quite safe, and well taken care of He 
was firmly tied round you when you fell, and, wonderful 
to say, quite unhurt.' 

Mr. Wilson had, by dint of inquiry, at last found 
out all about the accident to Mr. Brisbane and the 
pony. 

* Did I fall ? I forget,' said Mr. Brisbane, putting his 
hand to his head. 'The Pegu bolted; that is all I 
remember. Have you seen my wife and child ?' 

* No,' answered Mr. Wilson very gravely ; ' I only 
know that your horse dashed into this village yesterday, 
and fell over the trunk of a tree, killing himself on the 
spot, and leaving you senseless on the ground.' 

'Yesterday!' cried Mr. Brisbane, starting up very 
excited. ' Good God ! my wife ! I must get up at once.' 

But the effort was too much for him ; his head reeled, 
and he fell back unconscious. He did not recover his 
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senses again until later, when he found Mr. Wilson still 
watching him, very anxious and grave. 

Mr. Brisbane's first words upon regaining his senses 
were, that he must go and look for his wife and child 
whom he had left in the jungle. 

* Two days,* he said, 'without food, and exposed to all 
kinds of danger ! They are probably dead already, but 
I must go and look for them at once.' 

*You cannot move at present,' replied Mr. Wilson. 
* You are under my care, and even if you were able to 
go, I should not allow it. It is too late to-night to do 
anything, but the first thing to-morrow morning I will 
send some people to search ; and if your wife and child 
are still alive, they will be found. I know a man living 
not far from here who speaks English. He shall take 
others with him, and go and seek them in the jungle. 
I would go myself, but that I should get lost in it, as 
you would also were you able even to go.' 

Then Mr. Wilson, who had only heard rumours of the 
mutiny, but knew nothing for certain, asked Mr. Brisbane 
all about it ; and was told by him how officers and their 
families had been shot by the Sepoys, and how they had 
had to escape for their lives ; also of the accident that 
had happened to the pony. 

* I do not know what could have frightened him,' said 
Mr. Brisbane, ' but he started off so suddenly that I had 
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make him feverish, and prevent the wounds in his head 
getting well. So he bid him ' Good night/ and to be of 
good courage, as he would see him early the next morning. 
Before going, however, he spoke to those of his people 
who had taken Mr. Brisbane's clothes, and told them 
that they must give them back to him. At this they 
looked very sorry, particularly the woman who had taken 
his shako, as they did not like to give them up. But 
Mr. Wilson, who had for some time been trying to teach 
them that it was wrong to lie, and cheat, and steal, told 
them that they had no right to take what belonged to 
another person, and that they must return the clothes at 
once. So the gentleman who had got Mr. Brisbane's 
scarlet tunic, and the other, who had already picked all 
the gold lace off his trousers, took them back with very 
sad faces, and went into the hut and offered them to 
their owner in a dejected manner. 

* What is this.?' said the sick man. 'I do not know 
what they say.' 

Then the missionary explained that his people had so 
much admired the officer!s finery that they had been 
unable to resist the temptation of taking it; but he 
hoped Mr. Brisbane would forgive them, as they were 
sorry, and had come to return it him. 

* Poor creatures I' returned he ; 'they have been very 
kind to me. Let them keep the uniform if they like ; it 
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will only expose me to danger. I shall escape notice 
more easily in a less remarkable dress — one of yours, for 
instance — which perhaps you could provide me with 
when I am well enough to quit this bed. Only one 
thing I must have returned — my sword.' 

For the last thing a gentleman and a soldier would 
give up would be his sword. 

* Let them keep the rest, and welcome,* continued Mr. 
Brisbane. 

When Mr.' Wilson reported this to the natives, their 
delight was extreme ; and they made such a noise that 
he was obliged to turn them out of the place as if they 
had been so many children. The girl who had possessed 
herself of the sword and belt brought it back very reluc- 
tantly ; but Mr. Brisbane made her a present of the gold 
tassel or knot belonging to it, which pleased her greatly, 
and she put it away carefully to sell at some future time. 

Early in the morning of the next day, before Mr. 
Wilson paid his patient a visit, he sent off a band of 
men, with the one who spoke English at their head, 
with orders to search the outskirts of the jungle near 
the Delhi road first, and if they did not see anything of 
a lady and child there, to go farther into it. 

Now you will understand how it was that the men 
were friendly when they met with Mrs. Brisbane and 
Harry, and where it was they were taking them. 






CHAPTER X. 



THE MINTING. 



HR. WILSON, the missionary, came out every 
now and then from the hut where Mr. Bris- 
bane lay, and where he had been sitting with 
him, and trying by kind words to keep up his spirits, to 
see whether the men were returning from their search 
after Mrs. Brisbane and Harry in the jungle. He came 
out to look more than once in vain, for they had been 
obliged to go some miles, and were to return the same 
way, and they could not go so fast, as most of them were 
on foot. At length — it was the third or fourth time of 
his coming to look — be saw a cloud of dust round a 
carriage, with some men near it ; and although he did 
not know that Mrs. Brisbane and Harry would arrive 
in the buggy, he hoped it might be them. But he did 
not like to go back and tell Mr. Brisbane, who was lying 
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anxious and expecting, for fear he might be mistaken, 
or that even if found, his wife and child might be 
either dead or very ill. So he waited until the carriage 
with the men got quite near, when he saw that a woman 
and child were together in it, fast asleep in each other's 
arms, but so pale and still that he did not know whether 
they were alive or not. He feared the worst, and was 
much relieved by the leader of the band crying out to 
him, — 

'AH right, sahib. We bringing them here, Mem 
sahib all lively. Massa baba all lively.' 

Not that there was much liveliness left in poor little 
Harry just then, but the native's English was not very 
good, although he was quite proud of it himself. Then 
Mr. Wilson ran quickly back into the hut to tell the sick 
man at once the glad tidings of the safety of his wife 
and child. 

'Cheer up,' he cried gaily; 'they are found. They 
are here, safe and well. They will be with you in one 
minute ;' and then he went out again to help them from 
the carriage. 

Although Mr. Wilson said they were ' safe and well,' 
and the leader of the band 'all lively,' poor Mrs. 
Brisbane and Harry looked anything but in a lively 
state when they stood upon the grass outside the hut. 
They were both pale and wan, and Harry quite lame ; 
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but With the help of Mr. Wilson's arm, Mrs. Brisbane 
managed to walk to where her husband lay, and I think 
the joy they both felt at seeing each other again alive, 
made them quite forget their present pain and weakness. 
Then Cyril was fetched, and mamma kissed and fondled 
him, and was a very happy woman just then. But not 
one of the three elders was in a condition to travel, so 
that Mr. Wilson advised them to remain for the present 
where they were, and quietly think over the best means 
of getting away from the village, when they should all 
be well and strong again. 

*I hardly like to live upon these poor people any 
longer,' said Mr. Brisbane, *for I do not know how I 
shall ever be able to repay their kindness to me. I do 
not like putting them to the expense of feeding and 
keeping myself and my family.' 

'Make your mind quite easy on that score,* replied 
Mr. Wilson ; * the slight expense you are to them with 
regard to your food is really not worth mentioning. I 
will make it up to them. So small a kindness you must 
not mind accepting from a fellow-countryman.' 

'A thousand thanks,' said Mr. Brisbane. 'I wish it 
may ever lie in my power to do as much for you. At 
present, as you know, I have no money, and not even 
a suit of clothes.' 

When Mrs. Brisbane and Harry had eaten a good 
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breakfast of warm rice and milk, they lay down on the 
floor of the hut to sleep, by Mr. Wilson's orders, who 
had already elected himself their doctor, and said it was 
the best medicine he could think of for them. They 
awoke much refreshed, and then Mr. Wilson saw that 
the child was quite lame. 

'What is the matter with your foot, my boy?* he 
asked. 

' It hurts me,' answered Harry. ' It hurts most 
when I try to walk. I trod upon something in the 
jungle when I was hopping on one leg without my 
shoe.' 

* Let me look at it, my child,' said the kind missionary ; 
and he took off Harry's shoe and stocking. Then he 
saw that the place was red and swollen. 

\This must be attended to,' he continued. 'Aneyh- 
ma !' he called ; and when the woman came, he showed 
her Harry's foot. She nodded and grinned, and went 
off at once to fetch something. 

'The natives are very clever in the use of healing 
herbs,' said Mr. Wilson. 'Aneyhma will make you a 
poultice in no time.* 

Shortly afterwards she returned with some leaves in a 
bowl, which she had boiled and mashed up until they 
looked like a mass of spinach. This she put on to 
Harry's foot and bound it round with a piece of rag, so 
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that any one would have thought he had the gout. 
The heat and pain of the wound got better almost at 
once^ although he laughed at what he called his 'spin- 
ach poultice/ and declared he did not believe it was of 
any good. Mr. and Mrs. Brisbane remained quietly in 
the Indian village for some weeks, during which time 
his head got well, and she quite recovered her strength. 
Harry's lameness, thanks to Aneyhma's new-fashioned 
treatment, was cured in a day or two ; so that he was 
able to walk about with Mr. Wilson, to whom he had 
taken a great fancy. 

* This is such a nice place,' he said to him one time, 
' that I should like to stay here all my life. I like it 
much better than our bungalow at Delhi, and the com- 
pound there was so dusty, whilst here it is all nice soft 
grass to walk on. Besides, I like sleeping in a hut ; 
don't you ?' 

* I do not think I should like to live entirely in this 
village, Harry,' replied Mr. Wilson ; ' neither would you, 
I imagine, were you a little older ; but no doubt it is a 
pretty and peaceful spot, and you are quite right to 
try and make yourself happy in whatever position it 
may please God to place you.* 

'Oh!' cried Harry suddenly, in great glee, 'if there is 
not that funny old monkey again. What is he making 
''^ at us for .^' 
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* That fellow belongs to the village, and is kept at the 
public expense/ said Mr. Wilson; 'at least he keeps 
himself by stealing all he can lay hands on. He is no 
favourite of mine.' 

This was the monkey who always took the native 
baby's food away from him whenever he could. 

* Do you not like monkeys, sir ?' asked Harry. 
*Well — no — I cannot say that I do,' answered Mr. 

Wilson ; 'but they are amusing brutes, and their powers 
of imitation are wonderful. Did your ever hear of the 
Borneo ape ? I will tell you a story about him. When 
I was in England last, there was one of this kind at the 
Zoological Gardens, who was so savage that none of the 
keepers dared go into his cage, even to clean it. They 
used to hand him a wisp of straw at the end of a pitch- 
fork, so that he might clean it out for himself. There 
are few animals that are not afraid of a man, that is, 
provided he is not afraid of them. I am something of a 
naturalist, and I wished to examine this ape's hands and 
mouth, so I went to the Gardens to pay him a visit. I 
kept my eyes fixed on the brute as I opened his cage 
and walked into it. He was quite quiet, and allowed 
me to go up to him, pat him on the shoulder in a 
friendly way, feel and examine his hand, and then open 
his mouth to see his teeth and jaw. All this while I 
kept my eyes fixed upon him, for I was not at all sure 
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that he would not bite me. When I had finished in- 
specting the ape, I backed slowly out of his cage as if 
he had been no less a personage than Her Majesty the 
Queen, keeping my eye all the time upon him until I 
reached the door. Then I had to turn round, as I could 
not jump into the space below the cage on to the floor 
backwards. As I did so the ape sprang upon me, and 
grasped me by the shoulder, so that the people near 
were very much frightened, and thought he was going to 
tear me to pieces. I confess,* said Mr. Wilson, laughing, 
'that I did not feel very comfortable myself. But 
I need not have been afraid, for he only gave me 
two or three friendly slaps, then felt my hand, and 
opened my mouth to look at my teeth and jaw, 
passing his long hairy fingers along them, as I had dohe 
to his.* 

'Oh, how funny of him!* cried Harry; 'but I should 
have been so much afraid of his hurting me, had I been 
you, Mr. Wilson. Was that all the story ?' 

'Oh no! I often saw him again, and although he 
was as savage as ever to his keepers, who most likely 
had been rough with him, he was always very much 
pleased to see me. In fact, I did not always like his 
way of showing his affection, as he would put his arm 
round me, and his face nearer to mine than I cared to 
have it.' 
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'Were you long in England? I thought you had 
lived all your life here/ said Harry. 

* No, my boy, I was not always an Indian missionary. 
I have travelled a great deal.* 

'May I sit down, sir?* asked Harry as they came to 
the fallen tree where the Pegu had met his death. * I 
am a little tired.' 

* By all means. This is the spot where your father 
was thrown, and the horse killed,' replied Mr. Wilson. 

* Poor Rufus/ said Harry with moist eyes ; ' I am so 
sorry, he is dead. I loved him so much, and he was 
such a nice pony. Have you a pony, and are you fond 
of him?' 

' I have a horse,' answered Mr. Wilson, ' but I cannot 
say that I am very much attached to him. I keep him 
because he is strong and useful ; but he is rather vicious, 
as most native horses are.' 

' I used to feed and pet poor Rufus,' returned Harry ; 
' and he knew me quite well.' 

* A friend of mine once had a horse he used to pet 
very much, and was very fond of; and this animal — ' 
began Mr. Wilson. 

' Oh yes, do tell me,' said Harry, in his eagerness to 
hear the story. 

* Patience, my little man,' replied the missionary good- 
humouredly; 'all in time. It was during the Carlist 
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war in Spain some years ago, before you were born. 
Mr. Fordyce was a volunteer.* 

' What is that ?* asked Harry. 

' A soldier who gets no pay/ replied Mr. Wilson ; 
'one who fights chiefly to please himself. This horse 
was not a particularly handsome animal, but he was 
very docile and sensible ; and nidien his master had to 
sleep out of doors at night, he used to lie down between 
the horse's fore and hind legs, close up against his 
body, and make a pillow of it for his head. He was 
such an affectionate beast, that he would not stir when 
Mr. Fordyce lay near him, for fear of hurting him ; 
and he sometimes amused himself by pretending not 
to hear the trumpet-call in the morning, which was 
the signal for the soldiers to get up and mount 
their horses. Sefior — ^that was the animal's name — 
would first whine to let Mr. Fordyce know that the 
trumpet had sounded ; but when he found this did not 
wake him, he would push at him with his nose until he 
got up and buckled on his sword, and saddled Seiior to 
ride away. But the horse never thought of rising him- 
self until his master was safe on his feet, for fear of 
hurting him.' 

' And where is Sefior now, sir?' asked Harry. 

was killed by a shot War is a cruel game to 
d horses both, my boy,' replied Mr. Wilson. 
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*I am going to be a soldier like papa/ said Harry, 
holding up his head as. if he were no less than a com- 
mander-in-chief already. 

* Well, then, mind you are a good and a brave one,' 
answered Mr. Wilson ; * but I think it is time now we 
went in to see if your father wants anything/ 




CHAPTER XI. 



PREPARING TO LEAVE. 



IHE next day was Sunday, when Mr. Wilson 
was in the habit of holding a kind of service 
in the open air. He had no chapel or pulpit 
or reading-desk, but the blue sky above was the roof of 
his church, and the grass and fallen trees the floor and 
seats in it The natives of the village were good, simple 
people who liked to be taught, and agreed to everything 
the missionary told them by nodding their heads ; and 
he hoped in time that they would not only nod their 
heads, but follow the precepts he tried to make them 
understand. They had no bell by which to let the rest 
know that it was the hour to begin prayers ; so that 
when Mr. Wilson was ready, he would clap his hands, 
and then those who were waiting clapped their hands 
also. Harry, who was one of the first on the spot. 
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clapped his hands longer and louder than the rest, 
saying it was to make papa and mamma come quick. 
Then Mrs. Brisbane came out of the hut, with her hus- 
band, dressed in a suit of brown hoUand the missionary- 
had got for him, leaning on her arm. He looked very 
white and thin, and had a bandage round his head ; but 
Mrs. Brisbane found him a seat on the trunk of a large 
tree, and before long the sweet morning air revived him, 
for the service took place very early. Mr. Wilson looked 
round before he opened his book, to see if any of his 
flock were missing ; for it was such a small one, that he 
knew each member by sight, and then he found that 
several were absent. He was about to make some 
remarks when he saw all eyes turned in the same direc- 
tion ; Mr. and Mrs. Brisbane, both very grave, looking 
on the ground, and Harry growing red in the face with 
trying not to laugh. Harry knew it was very wrong to 
laugh in church during the service, so he tried not; but 
he did not quite succeed in checking his mirth, though 
he stuffed his pocket-handkerchief into his mouth and 
nearly choked himself. I think there was some excuse 
for the little boy's conduct, as it is very difficult not to 
laugh when one is amused ; and what Harry saw was 
very amusing, at least to him, as well as his papa 
and mamma. For, coming after those who were late, 
mimicking their walk as well as he could, was the 
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monkey, who seemed to be in disgrace with them all. 
He had seen the gold lace being unripped from the 
trousers, and the cuffs and collar of Mr. Brisbane's 
uniform, and the gilt buttons taken off; so, wishing to 
imitate the natives, he had got hold of the rest of the 
clothes and torn them into strips ; and it was trying to 
get these away from him that had caused the delay in 
coming to church. The. natives were very angry with 
the monkey, and the more they scolded him, the more 
he scolded them. Mr. Wilson desired that he should be 
driven away, and this some one did with great alacrity 
by the help of a big stick. 

* Do not laugh, dear,' said mamma to Harry in a low 
voice. * Look the other way.* 

* O mamma,' replied the child, * I cannot help it ; I 
never saw an5^ing so funny ; * and he saw mamma her- 
self could hardly help smiling at the odd appearance of 
the natives and the monkey. Luckily, however, for her 
little boy's good behaviour, the monkey was got rid of 
before Mr. Wilson began the service, and then there was 
nothing further to call off his attention. As soon as the 
prayers were over, Harry ran to see what had become 
of the monkey, when he found the natives busy arrang- 
ing the treasures he had had the impudence to interfere 
with. 

' Papa, I say,' said Harry, running into the hut quite 
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out of breath ; * did you give them your things, or did 
they steal them? It was so funny, I wish you had 
come to see/ 

' I did see the monkey the other day, my dear, but I 
was too ill and anxious about you and your mother to 
laugh/ replied Mr. Brisbane. 

* But did you give them your nice uniform, papa } ' 
again asked Harry. 

* Yes, dear ; I said they might keep it if they liked,' 
answered his father. * This,' pointing to his linen suit, 
*is much more comfortable, and safer to wear at 
present' 

Harry had been so amused at seeing the men and 
the monkey quarrelling, that he wanted to run out 
again to look at them ; but his father told him it was 
too hot for him to be in the sun, and that he had best 
remain indoors with little Cyril and his mamma. It 
was more than a month now since they had escaped 
from Delhi, but all this while Mr. Brisbane had heard 
no news of the mutiny, and did not know at all how 
things were going. Their only way of escape was by 
getting to England, but to do this they must travel 
much more than a thousand miles by land, before they 
could get a ship to take them across the sea home, 
and Mr. Brisbane said that he should not feel that 
his wife and children were really safe until they stood 
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on English ground. How often at this time would 
mamma think of her two little girls, Mary and Janet, 
playing with Tommy in the orchard under the apple- 
trees, and wish that she and Harry and baby were with 
them I 

When another week had gone by, and Mr. Brisbane's 
head was well, and mamma quite as strong as ever 
she was, they had a long talk with Mr. Wilson one 
evening. 

* I think,' said Mr. Brisbane, * that we might manage 
to beg^n our journey now, only that I am very 
undecided what it is best to do. We must have a 
couple of horses at least, as my wife and the chil- 
dren are unable to walk any distance. What do you 
advise ? * 

' I daresay I can manage to get you the horses,* replied 
Mr. Wilson; *for I have been inquiring about some 
already, and think I know of two good, useful animals 
that would just do for you.' 

'And what about our clothes?' said Mr. Brisbane. 
* This suit will suit me well enough, but my wife and the 
children are as yet non-suited.' 

Mr. Wilson smiled at papa's mild joke, and answered, 
' The less remarkable your dress is the better. Of course 
with your white faces you will be known for Europeans 
^' '^hat do you say to staining them ? I 
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cannot promise that it will add to your beauty, Mrs. 
Brisbane/ said Mr. Wilson, laughing and bowing to the 
lady. 

* I do not mind what I do/ replied she, ' so that we 
get away to some place of safety. I will paint myself 
any colour you like — blue or green or red.* 

'What fun it would be to paint ourselves like the 
clown in my play-book, mamma I' said Harry, who was 
a happy little boy, and went through life with a smile 
on his face. 

'Do not chatter/ replied mamma; 'we are talking, 
Harry.' 

'But seriously, Mr. Wilson/ she continued to that 
gentleman, 'what dress do you think I and the children 
had best adopt ? ' 

' My advice is that you stain your face and hands, and 
roll yourself into a kind of bundle, as the ayahs do when 
they are in state dress. The children might pass as two 
under your care, and would thus be less likely to attract 
attention. Harry and Cyril cannot well go without any 
clothes at all, and dressed they will not be mistaken for 
native children. Besides, the baby need not be seen at 
all.' 

'But where shall we get anything to dye our faces 

with ? ' asked Mrs. Brisbane. 

'Aneyhma shall get you what you want,* returned 

G 
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Mr. Wilson. * There are leaves about here, which only 
by boiling down will give you a fine copper colour, and 
one which you will not be able to wash off for some 
time.* 

* And when do you think we can begin our journey?* 
asked Mr. Brisbane. 

Mr. Wilson considered a little, and then he said, ' By 
the day after to-morrow evers^thing shall be ready — ^the 
horses, the clothes, and the dye. You must also take 
some provisions with you, in case you do not come to 
any place where you can buy food, or where it may not 
be safe to do so. I know the country pretty well about 
this neighbourhood, and will draw out a plan to guide 
you at starting. After that you must inquire your way. 
I suppose you will make for the nearest port where you 
may find an English ship.' 

' I shall try and get to Madras,* replied Mr. Brisbane. 
'It was quiet enough there when I left Delhi. The 
mutiny had not spread so far.' 

'Well, good night,' said Mr. Wilson. *I will leave 
you now, and see about getting the horses before I sleep ; 
and to-morrow you shall know for certain when you can 
set off.' After saying which, he left them. 

Mr. and Mrs. Brisbane talked for a long while over 
their plans, until Harry got quite tired of listening, and 
at last fell asleep. Then he dreamed he was a natii^e 
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boy running about in very scant attire, or that he was 
riding two horses at once, with the big monkey astride 
his back. When he awoke he found he had been un- 
dressed and put to bed, for he opened his eyes lying on 
his mat 




CHAPTER XII. 



THE JOURNEY. 




|EXT morning Mr. Wilson came quite early, 
bringing with him a man and two horses. 
One of them was grey, and the other brown ; 
and Harry declared them to be 'beauties, both of 
them.' 

* Has not the grey one a nice tail, mamma r he said. 
* May not I ride him ? Do say yes.' 

'I am afraid you must give up your favourite to 
mamma,' replied Mr. Wilson, * as he is the quieter of the 
two, and will not complain of being overburdened. We 
have no side-saddle, therefore I have contrived a kind of 
pannier, as I thought it would be the most comfortable 
seat for Mrs. Brisbane and baby. She will also have to 
take charge of the larder.' 

' How can we ever thank you enough ?* said Mr. 
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Brisbane to the missionary, ' for your kindness and fore- 
thought ?* And then they went to look at the saddle or 
pannier. 

It was a contrivance, sure enough, and a very odd one 
too. It was something like a chair with the legs cut off, 
from the seat of which hung bands of leather to hold up 
a deep basket ; and this is how it was intended to be used. 
Mrs. Brisbane was to sit in the chair on the horse's 
back, with Cyril in her arms, whilst her feet rested in the 
basket on the top of the provisions. Papa was to ride 
the brown horse, with a thick cloth bound round him in 
place of a saddle, and knotted ropes for stirrups ; whilst 
Harry, who was very anxious to know where he was to 
go, found he would have to sit in front of his father. 

Mr. Wilson seemed so proud of his skill as a saddler, 
that he would not allow of his inventions being looked 
at in a hurry ; therefore it was not until after they had 
been well examined and admired that they were taken 
into the hut, and the horses turned loose to feed. 

Aneyhma. had made a whole calapash-ful of some 
dark fluid with which to stain their fair skins; and 
Harry begged so hard to dye his face, that Mr. Brisbane 
allowed him to do so, although he did not think it neces- 
sary. When his face had been washed with the dye he 
came to show himself to his mamma; but she only 
laughed at him, and said, ' What a little guy you have 
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made of yourself!* And indeed he had, for his brown 
skin did not match his light hair and blue eyes at ally 
and it made him look almost ugly. He was quite 
satisfied himself, however, and stepped up and down 
the hut in a mimicking way, like the natives when they 
were dressed in papa's uniform, until his mamma told 
him she was busy, and sent him away. 

Just outside the hut he met his father. 

*I was looking for you, my boy,' he said. 'Come 
here. I always promised you this watch when you 
should be old enough to take care of one, did I not ?' 

Harry's eyes got very bright, for he thought his father 
was going to give it him at once ; and what boy, big or 
little, does not love his first watch? So he answered 
readily, — 

'Yes, papa; of course you did. I always call it 
mine.' 

' Listen attentively to me, Harry,* said his father, * as 
I want to explain something to you. I have no money 
to pay for those horses, or the clothes, or SLnytidng else 
Mr. Wilson has got for or given us. This watch is a 
gold repeater, and is worth fifty pounds. I should have 
liked to have made a present of it to Mr. Wilson, but I 
cannot give it away, since it does not really belong to 
me. I promised it to you, so that it is as much yours as 
mine.' 
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* Yes, papa,' answered Harry, not quite understanding 
what his father meant 

Mr. Brisbane then said, looking the boy full in the 
face, * If I were to give you the watch now for your own, 
Harry, what would you do with it ? * 

' For my very own, papa — ^to keep ?* cried Harry, get- 
ting very red with surprise and pleasure. 'You don't 
mean that?' 

He did not yet quite understand what his father 
meant, but he saw he was veiy serious, with his eyes 
fixed on him. 

Then he said, 'The last thing a gentleman would do, 
would be — if he could help it — to get into debt or owe 
another anything. We must go away from here in debt 
to Mr. Wilson, and owing for food and other things to 
the natives. I cannot pay my debts, because I have 
nothing to pay them with. The watch is not mine.* 

Harry was holding the watch, which Mr. Brisbane had 
put into his hand, by the chain, and attentively looking 
at it. 

* Would this pay the debts, papa ?' he asked. 

* Yes ; if it were sold, the money would probably pay 
them all,' replied Mr. Brisbane. ' Anyway, it is worth 
as much in exchange.' 

' Is it mine, did you say, papa ?' again asked Harry. 
His father felt sure by this time that the child under- 
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stood what he meant, and he knew that if he understood 
he would act r^htly. So he said, ' It is yours, my boy, 
to do what you like with.' 

* Then please give it to Mr. Wilson, papa,' replied 
Harry, ' I am a gentleman also, and we must pay our 
debts.' 

So the beautiful gold watch, with its chain and seals 
— the desire of Harry's heart — ^was given to Mr, Wilson 
that same night. At first the missionary would not hear 
of taking it ; but Mr, Brisbane assured him he had not 
much use for it himself just then, and that he would 
prefer leaving it with him. 

' If you want the money for your people,' he said, 
' pray do not mind selling it ; otherwise keep it in 
remembrance of our gratitude for all your kindness,' 

Mamma kissed Harry before he went to bed, and told 
him she was much pleased with his conduct. I fancy it 
is not every little boy would have acted as well as he 
did ; and Mr. Brisbane showed he had full confidence in 
his right feeling, by giving him the choice of keeping the 
watch for himself had he been so inclined. 

Years after, when Harry — grown a fine young man — 

met Mr. Wilson again in India, and he showed him his 

ent ol' the watch, he thought how old- 

3oked, and wondered he Jiad ever coveted 

But now, with the feelings of a boy of eight 
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years, his consenting to the watch being given away was 
an act of great self-denial. 

The next morning, very early indeed, the horses were 
got ready and the provisions packed at the bottom of 
the basket — quite a lot of eatables — ^as Mr. Wilson said 
they might want them all. Mrs. Brisbane sat with her 
feet dn the top .of these, with Cyril on her knees. Her 
dress was an old kind of petticoat and jacket, and her 
head and shoulders were wrapped up in a large blue 
cotton scarf or shawl, so as almost to hide her. Her 
face and hands were coloured, but in other respects she 
looked more like a bundle than anything else. 

Harry declared it was just like going for a picnic — 
only better. Then he was told to bid Mr. Wilson good- 
bye; and that gentleman having placed him on the 
horse in front of his father, the party set out. 

The missionary walked with the horses for some little 
distance, after which he turned back, Harry waving a 
handkerchief to him long after he was out of sight. 

* We have seen the last of a dear friend and good man, 
I am afraid,' said Mrs. Brisbane. 

' I trust not,' answered her husband. * Wilson does 
not speak as if he intended to remain out here always. 
We may meet again in England some day — ^who knows ?' 

They travelled on slowly for some hours, until the 
sun got hot ; then rested themselves and the horses 
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under the trees. Later in the day they went on a few 
more miles, when they came to a deserted hut, where 
they found shelter for the night 

We cannot, however, follow the Brisbanes in the 
tedious, long journey they had before they reached 
Madras. There were many delays and difficulties to be 
met Harry soon changed his opinion about its being 
' better than a picnic,' and was weary and worn out like 
the rest of the party long before they reached a haven 
of rest 

After much fatigue and hardship and exposure, they 
arrived at last at Madras, where Mr. Brisbane was known, 
and where he got all the money he wanted from an 
agent Here he heard the news that General Havelock 
had put down the mutiny, so that there was no longer 
danger in getting away or being seen. He got leave to 
go to England on the sick list, for his head still gave 
him some pain ; but before he left Madras he sent a 
box of things he thought might be useful to the natives, 
besides a sum of money for Mr. Wilson to give them. 

And then they all went on board a ship just ready to 
sail for England. 



CHAPTER XIJI. 



SHIP LIFE. 




EFORE going on board ship, Mrs. Brisbane 
engaged a Mrs. Stark, the wife of a sergeant, 
who was on her way home, to act as Cyril's 
nurse during the voyage. They bought some clothes 
also, for they were all quite ragged when they got to 
Madras ; and Harry was sent to a barber, who cut his 
curls quite short, for his hair was hanging all down on 
his shoulders, it had been so long neglected. 

The little boy very much liked the sea voyage, when 
they were once afloat, and was never tired of being on 
deck, and talking to the seamen, and asking them 
questions. He made great friends with one sailor, who 
had rigged him up a fishing line, with which one calm 
afternoon he caught a live fish. It was the first Harry 
had ever caught, so that he was very much pleased ? 
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and although he was told it was not fit to eat, he was 
most anxious to persuade his father to have it for 
breakfast 

'What is your name? What shall I call you?' he 
said one day to his friend the sailor. 

'Well, sir, you can just call me Ben — most on 'em 
does, though I were chriszunned Benjamin by ri^ts,' 
answered the man. 

' What is your other name ?' continued Harry, 

'Well, sir, I don't know as I has any other particklcr 
name. Cross is on the ship's books,' said Ben, 

' I should not like to call you Mr. Cross, when you 
are so very kind,' replied Harry, 'so I will call you 
Mr. Ben." 

'All square, my lad,' said Ben, 'only you'd best drop 
the mister. I don't want no handle to my name.' 

' Have you ever seen a mermaid ?' asked Harry. 

' No, sir, I can't say as I has,' was the answer. 

' Or a porpoise ?' said Harry. 

' Plenty on 'em, sir. You come along o' me, and take 
a look-out astarn, I bet you a pipe o' baccy that we 
see one now;' and the sailor walked forward. Harry 
'he other end of the vessel, and looked 
■k at a spot where Ben pointed with 
lething dark in the water. 
,t 'ere; sir? Well, you just keep your 
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eye on it, and you'll see it roll over in half a minute. 
That 'ere 's a porpis, and t'other next him 's another 
porpis. Why, bless your heart, sir, you'll see 'cm play 
like so many kittens. Pretty, ain't it ?' Harry watched 
the porpoises tumbling and rolling about in the water 
in the wake of the vessel for some time, for it was 
very amusing to see them splash, and dive, and go 
head over heels. 

' I must run and call up mamma to see,' he cried. 

' No, sir,' said Ben, * don't ye go for to do that. My 
lady is asleep, maybe, and she's weak and sick just 
now. You just let her be, and amuse yourself looking 
at them porpises.' Ben Cross, though he was a great 
rough man, had a tender heart. He had seen how pale 
and worn poor Mrs. Brisbane looked when she came on 
board, and he knew that rest and quiet were what 
she wanted. 

There was a parrot, belonging to one of the pas- 
sengers, in the ship; and one day this bird got loose, 
and climbed into the rigging. Harry spied him first, 
for he was pluming himself, and his pretty green wings 
and red tail quite brightened up the place where he 
had perched. 

' Look I what is that .^' cried the boy. 'I think it must 
be Polly.' 

'Pretty Poll,— pretty Polly Hopkins,' said the birc^ 
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Then Harry ran to the steward to get some fruit, 
thinking Polly would come down when she saw it ; but 
no, she only chattered, and climbed up higher into 
the rigging, 

Mrs. Dawson, the lady to whom the parrot belonged, 
came on deck when she heard the noise. She was very 
angry because the bird had been let loose, and as she 
did not know who had done it, or who to scold, she 
got angry with everybody, and called out very rudely, 
* Here, one of you fellows, go up at once, and bring 
my darling pet down, or I will complain of you to 
the captain.' No one moved, or offered to go after 
the parrot ; for although most people will help and be 
kind if well spoken to, there are few who feel inclined 
to do anything for those who speak rudely to them. 
So Mrs. Dawson called out again to the seamen, 'I 
desired one of you fellows to fetch my bird down — 
why don't you do it?' Still no man offered to climb 
up the rigging, and at last, when Harry saw that no 
one was going to obey the lady, and that she was 
getting more and more angry and red in the face, he 
said timidly, * I will try to get down Polly, if you like, 
ma'am. 

Mrs. Dawson, hardly looking at the child, answered 
crossly, ' Well, then, be quick with you ; do, or my 

*-d may come to harm.' 
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Harry was about to try and mount the rigging, which 
is not at all an easy thing for any one not accustomed 
to it to do, when Ben put him on one side. * No, sir,' 
he said; ' 'tain't safe for a young land-lubber like you. 
I'll fetch the lady's bird myself.' So Ben climbed up 
slowly but surely, for the wind had got up, and he 
feared besides to frighten the parrot ; but as he climbed 
higher up, so did Polly, chattering and screaming, until, 
between fear of Ben and the breeze, she lost her 
balance, and fell on to the deck dead. Mrs. Dawson 
made a great crying when she found her pet had been 
killed in the fall; but as its wings were clipped to 
prevent its escaping, it could not fly, and so fell with 
great force from the height Harry was much concerned, 
and ran forward to where the bird lay ; but Mrs. Daw- 
son only rewarded his kindness by calling him a ' little 
wretch,' and telling him to ' get out of the way.' 

When he went back, rather sadly, to Ben, the sailor 
said, * Well, sir, if the parrot's beak was no better than 
its missus' tongue, it 's as well that neither me nor 
you fall foul of it' 

Mrs. Dawson cried, and scolded, and made a great 
fuss about the death of her bird ; but no one in the 
ship seemed to feel very sorry for her. If we would 
have people kind to us, we must always be kind to 
them. 
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Harry told his papa, when he next came up from 
the cabin, all about the parrot, and how the poor bird 
was dead. 'And she was "such a talented creature," 
Mrs. Dawson says. Parrots are very clever, are they not ? ' 

'They can imitate sounds, dear, but I am not so 
sure that they are clever, as they do not connect 
what they say with what they see going on,' said Mr. 
Brisbane. 

'Don't they understand what they say, papa ^ asked 
Harry ; 'and they speak quite plainly.' 

' No, I fancy not,' said Mr. Brisbane. * A prize was 
once offered for the parrot who should speak with 
understanding; so a man taught his bird only one 
sentence, knowing that if he were to learn several, he 
was as likely to repeat the wrong as the right. The 
day of the show arrived, when all the birds were to 
be put together in one room. This man then waited 
until all the others were come, when he brought in 
his, covered up in a cage, and directly he took off the 
cloth, Polly called out, as if the idea had just struck 
him, "What a lot of parrots!" This was the only 
sentence his master had taught him.' 

'And did he get the prize, papa?' asked Harry. 

' His master did,' replied Mr. Brisbane, ' and I think 
he deserved it for his own cleverness, if not for Polly's. 
Now dogs who can only bark and growl must, some 
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of them, both think and reason at times. I will give 
you an example. I had a terrier ; he was of the breed 
called Isle of Skye, a fluffy fellow, whose head you 
could not tell from his tail, they were so much alike. 
When this dog was a mere puppy, hardly six months 
old, I took him over with me from Portsmouth to 
Gosport by the floating bridge. This is a thing very 
much like a small steamer, and has a deck above, and 
a cabin underneath called the caboose, besides places on 
either side for carts and horses. It was fine when I 
started, so X went up on deck, and remained there until 
we landed at Gosport. Then I went up to the marine 
barracks at Forton to hear the band play, and after 
two hours spent there, I returned to the bridge. Then 
for the first time I missed Doctor. It was late in the 
afternoon, and getting cold ; so, instead of going on 
deck a^ain, I went into the cabin. When I got over 
to Portsmouth again, I told the ticket collector that I 
had lost my dog on the other side, and promised him 
a shilling if he could find it. The man had evidently 
noticed Doctor, for he said, " A little fat-faced dog, is 
he not ? " But even whilst I was speaking, I saw some- 
thing brown squatting on the deck all alone — ^something 
about slowly to leave its seat and come down the 
ladder to land. What do you think the brown thing 

was, Harry?* 

H 
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' Was it Doctor, papa ?' asked the child. 

*Yes, it was no other than the little fat-faced dog,' 
replied Mr. Brisbane, ' who had taken his own passage 
on board the bridge, to do which he must have made 
his way past heavy carts and restive horses, at the risk 
of his soft young body being run over and crushed.' 

'What a clever puppy he must have been!' said 
Harry. 

' He was a decidedly clever dog. To begin with, he 
was very young at the time, and when he first lost me, 
he must have felt quite puzzled at being alone in the 
narrow, crowded street of Forton. Then, I suppose, his 
idea was to go home ; but for this he had to get back 
to and on board the bridge, which is not like a stand- 
ing bridge, but is always moving backwards and for- 
wards between Portsmouth and Gosport, so that if 
Doctor got to the landing-place whilst it was over at 
the other side, he would have to wait for it half an 
hour perhaps. Then I think it was very clever of him 
to climb up the ladder to the upper deck, because he 
had been in that part before. 

* We know that animals are given instinct to supply 
the place of the reason most of them do not possess,' 
continued Mr. Brisbane, 'but Doctor reasoned. For 
instance, when I lost him sometimes in a crowded 
street, he would not, like many dogs missing their 
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master, tear wildly hither and thither, and so get 
farther astray ; but he would go from out of the crowd, 
on the pavement, and sit down in the middle of the 
road at the spot where he first lost sight of me, and 
wait quietly there until I missed him. Then I had 
only to look up or down the street, and there was 
Doctor, waiting for me to whistle to him to come back. 

' Where is Doctor now, papa ?' asked Harry. 

' Gone, my boy,' answered Mr. Brisbane. ' Like most 
of the best in this world, he died.' 

* Can you tell me anything more about dogs' clever* 
ness, papa.^' asked Harry. 

' Tiff was a yellow, broken-haired Scotch terrier — a 
vulgar-looking dog with a very big mouth, that he 
always kept open ; but although he had not inherited 
his mother's beauty, he had his father's talents. This 
dog had the best idea of time of any I ever knew. I 
used to paint at a studio, and every day at ten o'clock 
he would go with me as far as the gate, leave me 
there; and return at five o'clock to fetch me. His meat 
for the day was generally brought in at breakfast-time, 
when I gave him half, and put the rest away in a cup- 
board for the evening ; and as soon as eight o'clock 
came (this was supper-time). Tiff would place himself 
in front of it, and wag his tail and bark, to remind 
me of the hour. When I first had him, he was so 
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small I used to have him washed in a basin^ and put 
into a hamper at nighty which I tied down to keep 
him quiet As he grew bigger, he still went on sleep- 
ing in the same basket, although he had some trouble 
getting into it at all. On those nights when I was 
out at a party, and did not return home until quite 
late. Tiff, as the clock struck ten, would go to one or 
other of the people of whom I rented my rooms, and 
ask to be put to bed, for he did not think he had 
really gone to bed unless the hamper was tied down 
after he had got into it. Then, when he heard my 
returning footsteps, he would cry out for joy, and try 
to come and meet me; and I have often found him 
rolling about in his hamper on the landing, for he 
had grown so big, it fitted him like a shell.' 

'O papa,' said Harry, laughing aloud, *what funny 
stories you do tell ! Please tell me another.' 

* Not now,* replied Mr. Brisbane ; ' I have other things 
to do, but I daresay your friend Ben will "spin you 
a yam,'* if you go and ask him.' 



CHAPTER XIV. 




CONCLUSION— HOME, SWEET HOME. 

T was fine weather during the whole passage 
home. Mr. and Mrs. Brisbane were both 
quite well now, and Harry as rosy and fresh 
as a child having lived all his life in India could be. 

Now they were nearing England he was on deck all 
day, and would hardly allow himself time to eat his 
meals — he was so anxious to see the * white cliffs ' he had 
heard about 

I am afraid he was a little disappointed when at last 
they came to them, as people are apt to be when they 
first see a thing they have thought about very much. 

*Are those the white cliffs, mamma .^* he said. 'I 
thought they would be much higher and bigger, and be 
covered all over with little English boys and girls.' 

' When you get nearer, dear, and are on shore,' replied 
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Mrs. Brisbane^ ' I daresay you will find as many little 
bo)rs and girls as you can desire; and I hope — ^very 
soon now — ^you will meet your own sisters and Tommy.' 

'I shall like that/ said Harry; 'and we will all play 
together under the apple-trees, and eat the apples too. 
Are apples as good as bananas ?' 

'As much better, dear, as everything English is to 
Indian. At least to my mind,' added Mrs. Brisbane, for 
she saw her husband was laughing at her. 

' You dear old English woman !' said Mr. Brisbane. 

' Well, Alfred,* she answered, ' how can I like India, 
when I think of all we have suffered there?' and she 
gave a little shudder. 'In our own dear land we are 
protected by the law, and may lie down and sleep in 
peace; and no other advantages are worth much in 
exchange. Look, Harry, at those beautiful sea-gulls 
dipping their white wings in the water !' 

' We are going to have rain,' replied Harry, who, since 
he had been on board ship, had grown quite weather- 
wise. 

' The sun shines almost too brightly to last,' replied 
Mr. Brisbane, ' but I hope we shall have time to land 
whilst it is fine.' 

Some hours later, when the ship was close to the pier 

at Southampton, there was a great bustle on board — 

»eople looking out for their friends, who were waiting 
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their arrival on shore ; men with boxes on their shoulders, 
and women with children and bundles in their arms. 
Then there was a crowding to the gangway, — a kind of 
bridge to step from the ship on to the pier, — and kissing 
and crying and shaking of hands. 

' Sit down quietly,' said Mr. Brisbane to his wife ; 
* there is no hurry. I will go and see after Cyril and 
nurse. Harry, do you keep close to mamma.' 

Mr. Brisbane went down into the cabin, but soon 
returned with baby and Mrs. Stark, who was to go with 
them into Devonshire, and stay there until they could 
find another servant for the child. 

* Now, Harry, come along,' said papa. 

And the little boy ran along the gangway, and jumped 
on to English ground. ' Hurrah !' he cried, so loud that 
many people turned round to look. 

Amongst others was his friend the sailor, to whose 
stories he had listened with such pleasure. Ben was 
holding one end of the gangway to steady it. 

' That's it !' he called out. * Hurrah for old England ! 
Good-bye to you, my lad.' 

' Good-bye, dear Mr. Ben,* replied Harry, holding out 
his hand to the man, who took it in his great rough 
palm as if he were afraid of hurting the small white 
fingers. 

' God bless you, my boy,* he said ; ' and when your'n 
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a post cap'n, don't ye forget Ben, but give him a berth 
as cox'n of your own boat.' 

Harry laughed. 'You shall come and see me in 
Devonshire/ he said, ' and have as many apples as you 
like to eat. Will you ?' And then the child lifted up 
his face to kiss the sailor, who looked quite sorry at 
parting. 

Mrs. Brisbane thought she saw a dimness about 
his eyes as he touched his forelock to her in passing. 
* Good day,' she said kindly to him ; but she did not 
offer to kiss him as Harry had done. 

They had no luggage to speak of, — only the few things 
they had got at Madras, — so that they were soon seated 
in a carriage and on their way to an hotel. 

Harry was delighted with the drive along the busy 
streets, and the sight of the beautiful shops. 

' May I not get out for only just one moment, mamma ? 
I see such pretty things in a window,' he said more than 
once before they got to the end of their journey. 

' At another time, dear,' answered his mother. ' The 
shops will not go away. Have patience, and you shall 
look at them to your heart's content. It is too late 
to-day ; but if to-morrow is fine, we will have a walk 
together and look into all the shop-windows.' 

The High Street of Southampton was quite brilliant 
vith lamps, and the toys and flowers and sweetmeats 
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appeared so tempting seen through the windows of the 
fly, that Harry longed to jump right through it. 

When they got to the hotels and Cyril had had his 
tea, he was put to bed. Harry did not have tea with 
him, as he was to dine with papa and mamma — exactly 
like a grown-up man. It was very pleasant He had a 
napkin, and no less than three wine glasses — ^they were 
empty — ^beside his plate. The waiter had to bend very 
low to hand him his meat, which was in a silver dish, or 
what looked like one ; and papa, seeing Harry did not 
know how to manage the spoon and fork, told the ser- 
vant to 'help him;' but Harry begged so hard to be 
allowed to help himself that Mr. Brisbane gave in. He 
did not wish the waiter to think he was a little boy of 
only eight years ; he hoped he would mistake him for a 
great deal older. 

I do not know what the man thought of Harr/s age, 
if he thought about it at all, which I doubt. I only 
know Harry spilt all the g^vy over his clothes in trying 
to take a cutlet, and almost let it fall on the floor. Still 
it was a very happy meal ; and when dessert was finished, 
and a cake to give Cyril next morning put away from 
Harr/s share, he went ofi" to bed, feeling as if he were 
almost grown up already. 

The sea-gulls had not told the truth. There was no 
rain at all ; and the next morning was a beautiful, bright 
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sunny day. Mrs. Brisbane kept her promise of taking 
Harry to see the shops ; and in one of them they bought 
a very smart pouch^ filled with best bird's-eye tobacco, 
and a pipe, for a present for Ben, who was very pleased 
indeed with it, and said he must keep it for Sundays, as 
it was too good to use on week-days. 

* Would you have liked some sweets better ? I thought 
perhaps you might,' said Harry. 

'Well, sir,' answered Ben with a laugh, 'somehow a 
quid of tobacco seems more natural like to me than any 
sweet stuffs ; and for the matter o' that, I like it much 
better, I do assure ye.' 

'I am so glad you like your present,' said Harry. 
' Mamma said you would, but I was not quite sure about 
it. Sugared almonds are very nice.* 

The party only remained two nights at the hotel, as 
Mrs. Brisbane was very anxious to see her parents and 
her other children ; so the morning of the second day 
they all set off in the train for Devonshire. 

It was autumn, and the apples were now ripe and lay 
in heaps under the trees or hanging on them, for it was 
the time for gathering them. Harry thought they looked 
very tempting to eat — so yellow some of them, and with 
such rosy cheeks ; but cider apples are not good, they 
are hard and sour. Cider is a kind of beer made of 
apples. Devonshire and Dorsetshire are cider counties, 
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and the people living in them usually like it better to 
drink than anything else. 

The country seemed very fresh and green after the 
long sea voyage, and the flowers in the hedgerows so 
sweet and pretty. Harry wanted to get out of the car- 
riage which took them from the train to their grand- 
papa's house, that he might pick some. 

' What is that, all white and hairy-looking, mamma ?' 
he asked. 

' It is called travellers' joy,* replied Mrs. Brisbane ; 
* and now for the first time I understand why.* 

' Tell me,' said Harry. 

' Because I have been a traveller,' replied his mother, 
' and I am so glad I see it again — ^the dear English wild- 
flower. When we get to the next hill you shall walk 
up it with papa, Hany, and gather me some honeysuckle. 
See what beautiful pieces there are, and in such quan- 
tities!' 

It was not long before they came to another hill, for 
the county of Devon, where it is not all down hill, is all 
up ; and the hill and dale is what makes it so pretty. 

'Here is a lovely big bunch for you, mamma!' said 
Harry, running up to the carriage with it in his hand. 
'Papa and I scratched ourselves to death with the 
brambles getting it for you.' 

' Thanks, dearest,' answered mamma ; ' but I am glad 
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you are alive to tell the tale,' for Harry, like many little 
boys; spoke foolishly in saying he and his father had 
scratched themselves to death, when, instead of being 
dead, they were alive and well. Then Mrs. Brisbane 
held the flowers up to her face as if she quite loved 
than. I rather think she kissed them, because they 
grew so near to her home. 

It was late in the afternoon, and the sun was sinking 
to rest, when she told Harry to look out, for they would 
soon come to the parsonage. As you may suppose, he 
now kept his eyes wide open and his body half out of 
the tiy, that he might see the house first 

■ Is that it, mamma ? ' he asked, as they drove past a 
p^tye and some farm-sheds. 

•No, Hany ; we have not quite got to it yet Now ' 
I can see the gate leading to the orchard, and — ^here 
it is I ' 

At this moment the carriage stopped that it might 
turn into the drive, and then they saw collected in the 
porch a whole group of people, — grandpapa, grand- 
mamma, Mary, Janet, Tommy, and aunt Annie, — all 
vaitii^. e^er to welcome them home. Mrs. Brisbane 
stood up ii the carriage, — she was as much excited as 
Harry now ; but soon they were all inside the house, 
- kissed and hu^ed and cried over. There 
h to tell, and so much to listen to. Mamma 



CONCLUSION. 125 

did not know which of her children to hold closest in 
her arms, so she took them all by turns. Harry felt 
quite an important person when his elder brother asked 
him questions about India and the mutiny, which he 
was able to answer. The children remained up that night 
long after bed-time ; and when at last Sarah came to 
fetch them, they begged for 'just five minutes more ; ' 
but aunt Annie, who had her wits still about her, said, 
* Nonsense ; it is a great deal past nine o'clock, so off 
with you all at once, or I shall have to get my rod.' 

This' was said in fun, for aunt Annie had no rod. 
Then they all said ' Good night ' before leaving the room 
with Sarah, and when Harry went up to his grandpapa 
to kiss him, the old gentleman took off his spectacles, 
and, placing him in front of his knees, said, — 

* So this is my little hero ! I must have a good look 
at him.* Then he kissed him, and bade ' God bless ' him. 

Next day, when Harry was alone with Mrs. Brisbane, 
he asked her all at once, ' What is a hero, mamma ? ' 

'A hero, my dear,' answered his mother, 'is a man 
who does anything very brave, or great, or good.' 

Harry opened his eyes. * What did grandpapa mean, 
then, by saying to me last night, " So this is my little 
hero," do you think ? ' 

Mrs. Brisbane took the child fondly in her arms as 
she replied : ' I think, dear, it was because he had heard 
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how patient and unselfish and good you were during 
that terrible time when we were lost in the jungle. Of 
course, a child of eight years old cannot be expected to 
do anything great ; but if he does all he can to bear pain 
and be kind to others, when he grows up he will be a 
good and a brave man/ 

Harry did not know what answer to make. He got 
red and confused, and felt as if he were being praised 
without having deserved it But I think he did deserve 
it, for as far as a weak child was able, he had shown 
himself brave and good. 

For many years after this Harry remained in England. 
He went to school later, but spent much of his time at 
his grandfather's house; and it was a favourite game 
with him and his sisters and brother to play at being 
lost in the forest Two would climb into an apple-tree 
or hide behind it, whilst Harry himself would imitate the 
* Tuctoo ' or the rogue elephant They liked best, how- 
ever, to get their father or aunt Annie to be the ele- 
phant, as they kicked when acting the part as if they 
had been two donkeys. Their performance always sent 
the children into fits of laughter. Grandmamma once 
did it for them, but she made such a very slow bad 
elephant that they never asked her again. 

When Harry grew to be a man he went into the army, 
and to India, as his father had done before him. The 
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nickname of * Hero Harry * clung to him, although some 
of his friends called him so without knowing the reason 
why, and he himself had almost forgotten the origin of 
it. But as he is a fine, tall young gentleman now, and 
a good and brave soldier, I should not wonder if some 
day the name of hero should really be deserved by 
that same person who once was the little boy who 
was lost in the jungle. 
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01ement*8 Trial and Victory; or, Sowing and Reaping. Bj the 

Author of '* Little Lisette/' '^AdyentureB of Kwei,** &c. Post 
8vo, price St. iki, ; gilt edges, 4f . 

** A good, 'Wholesome, high-toned Tale of English home life. The book 
deserres to take a prominent place.'* — Beeord. 

Female Chiistiaii KameB, and theib Teachings. A Gift Book for 
Girls. By Mabt E. Bromfibld. Beautifully Printed on 
Toned Paper. Imperial 32mo, price Is, Qd. gilt edges. 

** A useful account of the meaning, history, and association of Girls' 
Christian Names. Well fitted for a gift book. *— Churchman* a Magazine. 

" An interesting and instructiye little yolume, its religious tone is ex- 
cellent." — Penny Post, 

The Day Dreams of a Sleepless lian : being a series of Papers 
recently contributed to the Standard, by Fbank I\^s Souda- 
MOBE, Esq., G.B. Post 8yo, price 8«. 6<f. 

' Decidedly deyer and ftill of good humour." — Graphic. 
The pages sparkle with anecdote and illustratiye quotation." — 



*f 



Scotaman. 

Sfiflsion firom Cape Coast Castle to Ashantee. With ▲ Be- 
scRipnYB Account of that Kingdom. By the late T. Ed- 
ward BowDiCH, Esq. New Edition, -with preface by his 
daughter, Mrs. Hale. With map of the route to Coomassie. 
Post 8vo. Price 6s. 

" A most trostworthy and graphic account of the manners, language, 
customs, and goyemment of the Kingdom of Ashantee, and of the Oold 
Coast generally." — Standard. 

** To any one who wishes to obtain an accurate knowledge of the power of 
the Ashantees, and their historical relations with our settlements at Cape 
Coast Castle, and that of the Dutch at XJlmina, it is inyaluable." — 
Guardian. 

Joan of Arc and the Tdces of Charles the Seventh. By Mrs. 
Brat, Author of " Life of Stothard," etc. Post 8yo, price 7«. 6d. 

" Mrs. Bray has thoroughly studied her subject and tells the tale of the 
heroic Maid of Orleans with great ability and spirit." — Qraphic, 

** A fine, pure, and beautiAil piece of historic biography." — Art Journal. 
" No other book that we know giyes this interesting period of French 
histor)' in so readable a form." — Guardian. 

** Beaders will rise firom its perusal, not only with increased informa- 
tion, but with sympathies awakened and eleyated." — T\mts. 

The Good St Lonis and His Times. By Mrs. Brat. With 
Portrait. Post 8yo, price 7». 6(/. 

" Mrs. Bray has fUmished a yaluable and interesting record of Louis' 
reign . "—iSfp«cf a <or. 

" We have here the history 6f one of the most saintly, and yet most 
secularly interesting, of mediaeval kings admirably;Ruppliea m these pages." 
— The Times. 
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Isabel's Difficnlties ; or, Light ok the Daily Path. By M. B. 
Carey, Author of " The Old Uncle's Home." With Illustra- 
tiona by Absolon. Small 8vo, price 8«. 6d., gilt edges, 4s. 

*' Most of the characters are well drawn and sustained. The writer has 
considerable power of description." — Queen. 

Children of the Olden Time. By Mrs. Henbt Mackarnesb, 
Author of " A Trap to Catch a Sunbeam.'* With Preface by 
J. R. Planche. 27 Illustrations. Imperial 16mo, price 2s. 6d. 

** Fresh and full of useful knowledge—these records of our ancestors when 
they were boys and girls will afford much pleasure." — Jrt Journal. 

Feathers and Fairies; or, Stories from the Realms of Fancy. 
By the Hon. Augusta Bethell, Author of " Echoes of an Old 
Bell," " Millicent and Her Cousins," etc. With Illustrations. 
Super Royal 16mo, price 3s. 6d. ; coloured, gilt edges, 4s. 6d, 

"The oldest and best writers for children might be proud to claim 
some of these stories." — Art Journal, 

"Some of tiie legends about birds are charmingly told." — Monthly 
Packet. 

Children of the Parsonage. By the Author of '^Gerty and May." 
With Illustrations. Price 2s. 6d. ; coloured, gilt edges, Ss, 6(L 

"The most delightful book, intensely natural and true to life." — 
Literary Churchman. 

Sagas from the Far East, or Ealmouk and Monoouan Tales, 
With Historical Preface and Explanatory Notes by the Author 
of " Patrauas," etc. Post 8vo, price 9s. 

" The mere lover of good stories, and the historical and ethnological 
enquirer will be equally pleased with the wonderful narratives."— I7mJy 
Ifewa, 

By the same Author, price 5«. each ; gilt edges, 5s. 6</. 

Household Stories from the Land of Hof^r, or Popular Myths of 
Tirol, including the Rose Garden of King Laryn. With Illus- 
trations by T. Green. 

"We thank the author of 'Patrailus' for another rich treat."^^rf 
Journal. 

Patranas, or Spanish Stories, Legendary and Traditional. 
Illustrations by Edward H. Corbould. 

"These Patranas contain great beauty as well as much that is new and 
curious."— Xitiftfrary Churchman, 

" Delightfully chivalrous, quaint and truly Spanish."— ifon<A/j/ Packet. 

** Told in a lively and graphic manner."— TiwiM. 
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ACTHOBIZSD TKANSLATIOII, WITH THB ObIGINAL IlLUSTKATIONS. 

A Joun^ to the Centre of the Eurth. From the Frenoh of 
JuxjbYerke. With 62 page niustratioiiB by Bion. New 
Edition. Post 8yo, price 6s. fieyelled boards, gilt edges, 7/6. 

** A pttftct tTCftsare-liouM of adTentures."— ^Ar< Jommal. 
** The staxtling fltoiy is told vith a captiTating air of reality, and the illus- 
trations by Riott eater thoroughly into the spiiit of the text."— i>a(/y 

The Hodem Sikhinx. A Collection of Esigkab, Chahat>im, Rebusbs, 
DontLB AND Tmple AcRomcs, Anaosams, Logogmphs, 
MsTAOBAMB, Yebbal Puzzlbs^ Conuhdkcmb, ctc. Fcap. 8vo, 
price 3«. 6d!.; gilt edges, Is. 

« A charming book fbr the long winter nif^ts. It meludes all the best 
and iMliMfMaU that offends."— £ooftte/fm 

Spring Time; or, Words in Season. A Book for Giris. By 
SnxNBT Cox. Third Edition. Small Post 8vo, price 2s. 6d. 

How to Miihe BoUe* Fnxnitnie and to Furnish a Doll's House. 
With 70 Blnstrations. Small 4to, price 2s. 

••This capital Uttle book iriU find delightful occupation for many 
holiday hours."— ASwrow/ormW. 



WORKS BY JOHN TIMBS, F.S.A. 

Kotabilie, or Curious and Amusing Facts about Many Things. 
Explained and lUnstrated by John Tdcbs, F.S.A. Post 8vo, 
price 6s. 

"There is a world of wisdom in this book— every pa«e tells of something 
that readers and thinkers wUl desire to know."— ^rt Jtmmal. 

Aneeitn] Stories end Traditions of Gieat Fammee. ninstrative 
of English History. With Frontispiece. Post 8to, price 7s. 6dL 

** An interesting and well written book of many carious legends and his- 
torical ftots."— i««r«rsf Churchman. 

Hooks and Coxneis of English life. Past and Present With 
Blnstrations. Second Edition. Post 8vo, price 6s. 

" A book which ought to find place in one of the nooks and * comers ' of 
every library."— 2TU JteHquarff. 

Strange Stories of the Animal World. A Book of Cnrions Con- 
tributions to Natural History. Blustrations by Zwbgker. 
Second Edition. Post 8yo, gilt edges, price 68. 

« Among all the books of the season that wiU be studied with profit and 
pleasure, uiere is not one more meritorious in aim, or more suocessftil in 
execution." — Athenttum . 
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BOOKS FOR EVERY CHILD. 

I 

Bound in Elegant Covers, Royal 4to, price 8& 6cL each plain ; 7s. Qd» 
coloured; 10s, 6d. mounted on doth and coloured. 

The Attractiye Ffotnxe Book. A New Gift Book from the Old 
Comer, containing numerous niustrations by eminent Artists. 

The Favonxite Fiotnxe Book. With several Hundred niustrations 
from Drawings by J. Absolon, H. K. Browne (Phiz), J. 
Gilbert, T. Landseeb, J. Leech, J. S. Pbout, H. Wbib, &o. 



8i» ShiUinga each, eloth elegani, with lUustratioru. 

Kingston's (W. H.O.) ** Ouzel" Galley, ob Notes from an Old 
Sea. Log, (bevelled boards, gilt edges, 7s. 6d,) 

— — Three Lientenants ; or, Naval Life in the 

Nineteenth Century, (bevelled boards, gilt edges, 7s. 6d) 

Three Oamnuuiden; or, Active Sbrvicb 



Afloat in Modern Times, (bevelled boards, gilt edges, 7s. 6(f.) 
Huxricane Hnrry, or The Adventubes of a 



NavAl Officeb dubino the American War of Independence. 
(bevelled boards, gilt edges, 7s. 6d.J 

Three Kidshipmen (The). New Edition, with 



24 Illustrations by G. Thomas, Fortch, etc. (Bevelled 
boards, gilt edges, 7s. 6dJ 

Ice Maiden and other Stories. By Hans Christian Andersen. 
89 Illustrations by Zwecker. (Gilt edges J 

joinxney to fhe Centre of the Earth. Authorized Translation. 
From the French of Jules Verne. New Edition. With 
53 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. (Bevelled bds,, gilt edges, 7s 6d.) 

Memorahle Battles in Ti«gH«i» History; Where Fought, wht 
Fought, and their Bbsults. With Lives of the Com- 
manders. By W. H. Davenport Adams. Post 8vo. 

** Of the care and honesty of the author's labour the book gives abundant 
"ptooV—AtheiUBum. 

Stnnge Stories of the Animal World. By John Timbs. 
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FivB Shillings each^ Small Post Svo, doth eUgant; 

5«. 6^., gilt edges J with Illustrations hy Zwecker^ Corbould, 

Lawson, Priolo, and other eminent Artists. 

AdTentnres of Hans Sterk, The Sodth Afbican Hukter and 
Pioneer. By Colonel Dsatson, Author of " Tales of the 
Outspan," " The Gentleman Cadet," etc. 

" Ttom first to last, it is ftill of life and rariety, and vill also giye boys 
some knowledge of the people of South Africa and their mode of life.'* — 
Noneonformivt, 

Early Start in Life (The). By Emilia Mabryat Norris. 

« Mrs. Nonis has established her own fiEune, and her paternity is clearly 
proved by the * koack in story telling she iziherits from her foUier.' " — 
Art Journal. 

Gtonileman Cadet (The) : His Career and Adybntures at the Royal 
Academy, Woolwich. By Ldtct.-Colonbl Drayson. 

Gerald and Harry, or The Boyb in the North. By Emilia 
Mabryat Norris. 

Hair-Breadth Escapes, or The Adventures of Three Bovs in 
South Africa. By the Rev. H. C. Adams. 

Heroes of the Cmsades. By Barbara Hutton. Fost^ 8vo. 

" The most romantic history of the Middle Ages, skilfully narrated for the 
delight and instruction of the young." — British Qvarterti/. 

Home life in the Highlands. By Lilias Graeme. With Dlas- 
trations by 0. D. Murray. Post 8vo, price 6a. 

" A charming book ; the real highland atmosphere breathes through- 
out ; the descriptions haye all the ^ect of being taken from the life." — 
Athenteum. 

Honsehold Stories from the land of Hofer, or Popular Myths 
OF Tirol, includino the Robe Garden of King Laryn. 

John Deane of Nottingham, His Adventures and Ezfloits: 
a Tale of the Times of William of Orange and Queen Anne. 
By W. H. G. Kingston. 
*' Full of exciting adrcntures, capitally ioldJ'* —Literary Churehman. 

Oat on the Pampas, or The Young Settlers. By G. A. Henty, 

Author of " The Young Franc Tireurs," etc. 

" Just the book boTS like, and they will find, as we did, that it is not 
easy to lay it down till all the young Settler's troubles and adrentnres 
have come to an end.'*— Crn^^Atc. 
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FfttraniBue^ or Spanish Stobibs, Leojsndabt Aim Tbadihonal. 
By the Author of " Household Stories." 

Swift and Sure, or The Cabebr of Two Bbothbbs. By Alfbed 

Elwbs. 
" A deyer, well written book."— ^rttw/^ Quarterly, 

Tales of the Saracens. By Babbaba Htttton. 
Tales of the White Oockade. By Barbara Hdttok. 

"A most pleasant and well written narratire of the Stuarts in their 
exile." — Times. 
" A history as romantic as any no^el."— Saturday JRevietv. 



Young Frano Tirenni (The), and theib adyentubes dubtng the 
Pbanoo-Pbussian Wab. Second Edition. By G. A. Hentt, 
Special Correspondent of the Standard. 

'* Abounds with thrilling adventures and hairbreadth escapes, and 
when once begun will be eagerly read to its close.'' — Daily Review. 



Fcaip. SvOj with Illustrations, price Five Shillings, gill 

edges, 

Balton's (W.) Lost in Oeylon; the Adventures in the Woods^and 
Wilds of the Lion King of Kandy. 

Elwes' (A.) Frank and Andrea, or Forest Life in Sabdinia. 

,, Gny Bivers, or A Bor's Stbugoles in the Gbbat "World. 

„ Luke Ashleigh, or School Life in Holland. 

„ Paul Blake, or A Boi's Perils in Cobsica and Monte 
Cbisto. 

Kingston's (W. H. 0.) True Blue, or, The Life and Adventures 
OF A British Seaman of the Old School. 

„ Will Weatherhelm, or The Tarn of an Old SAiLcm 
about his Early Life. 

Keptone's Heroes, or The Sea Kings of England, from Hawkins 
TO Franklin. By W. H. Davenport Adams. 

** We trust Old England may ever have writers as ready and able to inter- 
pret to her children the noble lives of her greatest men."—- ^M^mrom. 



Little 6ip(E7 (The). By Elie Sauvage. Translated by Akna 
Blaokwell. Profusely illustrated by Ernest Frouoh. Small 
4to, price hs. ; extra cloth, gilt edges, 65. 
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Hurion frcm Gape Coast Castle to Aahantee. By the late T. E. 
BowDiGH, EflQ. New edition, with map of the route to 
Gooxnassie. Price 55. 

Merry Songs for Little Voices. Words by Mi-s. Brodebip. Mnsic 
by Thoxas Mcbbt. With 40 Ulnstratio&s. Fcap. 4tOy price 5«. 

Stories from the Old and New TestsmentB. By the Rot. B. H. 
Drafeb. With 48 Engravings. Fifth edition, price 5s. 



Four Shillmga and Sixpence each, cloth elegant, with 
Illustrations ; or wUh gilt edges, hs. 

Alda Graliam ; and her Brother Philip. By Emuja Marbtat 

NORBIg. 

Book of Oati (^^ * ^ Chit-chat Chronicle of Feline Facts and 
Fancies. By Chables H. Ross. 

Casimir, the Little Exile. By Caboune Pbachet. 

Castles, and their Heroes. By Babbaba Hutton. 

Payonrite Pables in Prose and Verse. With 24 beautiful Illus- 
trations from Drawings by Habbison Weib. Small 4to. 

'* True to the name. They are well got up, tastefully bound, and aboye 
all things illustrated by tiie graceful pencil of our old friend Harrison 
Weir."— 2%« Times. 

" The drawings are wonderfully graphic and appropriate.** — The Que^n. 

Visirj CroBB (The), ob the vow of Moiitbose. By Babbaba HtrrroN. 
Illustrations by J. Lawson. 

Mandarin's Banghter (The): A Stoby op the Gbeat Taeping 
Rebellion. By Saicuel Mossman. 

Hbdem British Plutarch (The), or Lives of ^Ien DiSTiNaniSHED 

TS. THE BECBNT HiSTOBT OF OUB COUNTBY FOB THEIB TaLBNTS, 
ViBTUES, AND ACHIEVBMENTS. By W. C. TAYLOB, LL.D. 

Oak Staircase, (The) or The Stobies of Lobd and Lady Desmond 
a NarratiTe of the Times of James II. By Maby and Cathbbinb 
Lee. Second Edition. 

Tales and Legends of Saxony and Lnsatia. By W. Westall. 

Theodora: a Tale for Girls. By Emuia Mabbyat Nobbis. 

Trimmer's History of the Bobins. Written for the Instruction of 
Children on their treatment of Animals. With 24 beautiful 
Engravings from Drawings by Habbison Weib. 

*« The delidous story of Dicksy. Flapsy, and Fecksy, who can have for- 
gotten it f It is as fresh to-day as it was half a century a«o."— ^r^ Journal. 

** The illustrations by Hamson Weir will tend to raise it even higher in 
the estimation of others besides the inmates of the nursery."— 2%e iTimes. 

Zipporah, the Jewish Maiden. By M. E. Bewshbb. 
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Three ShiUmgs and Sixpence plain ; or coloured plates and 

gilt edgesj Four Shillings and Sixpence, Super Royal 

16m0f cloth elegant, with Illustrations hy Harrison Wrir, 

FhtZj Finwell, Tom Hood, Keyl, etc. 

Annt Jenny's Amerioan Pets. By Cathbbine 0. Hopley. Author 
of "Life in the South," etc. SmaU Post 8vo. 

** Miss Hopley irrites lightly and brightly, and knows how to make 
knowledge interesting." — Timet. 

" Full of anecdotes relating to American birds. A good deal is told of 
life in the Southern States. The book will instruct while it amuses."— 
Tablet. 

Blind Man's Holiday, or Short Tales fob the Nubsicrt. By 

the Author of "Mia and CharUe." 

Broderip (Mrs.) Cxosspatch, the Cricket, and the Ckmntespane : 

a Patchwork of Story and Song. 

„ My Orandmother's Budget of Stories and Verses. 

„ Tales of the Toys. Told bt Themselves. 

„ Tiny Tadpole, and other Tales. 

Cousin Triz, and her Welcome Tales. By Georol/lna Oraik. 

Cosmorama: the MAmncRS and Gttstoms of all Nations of the 
World described. By J. Asfin. 

Distant Homes, or The Graham Familt in New Zealand. By 
Mrs. L E. Atlmer. 

Early Days of English Frinces. By Mrs. Eubsell Gray. New 
and enlarged edition. 

Echoes of an Old Bell, and other Tales of Fairy Lore. By 
the Hon. Augusta Bethell. 

Facts to Correct Fandes, or Short NAiouTiyES of Rebcabkable 
Women. 

Faggots for the Fireside, or Tales of Fact and Fancy. By 

Peter Pabley. 
Fairy Land, or Recreation for the Rising Genebation, in Prose 

and Terse. By Thomas and Jane Hood. Illustrated by T. 

Hood, Jun. Second edition. 

** These Tales are charming. Before it goes into the Nursery, we reoom- 
mend all grown-up people should study * Fairy Land.' ^*— Blackwood. 

Feathers and Fairies, or SroBnes fbom the Realms of Fancy. 
By the Hon. Augusta Bethell. 

Garden (The), or Fbedebick's Monthly Instbuction fob thb 
Management and Fobmation of a Floweb Gabden. With 
Blustrations by Sowerby. 6s. coloured. 
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QmmfB Wondezftil Ghair, and its Tales of Faibt Tibees. By 
Frances Bbowme. 

Haooo the Dwaxf; or The Towbe on the Mountain, and other 
Tales. By Lady Lubhinoton. 

*' Enthusiasm is n»t our usual fuhion, but the excellence of these stories 
is so greatly aboTe the ayerage of most deyer tales for the play-room, that 
"we are tempted to reward the author with admiration."— ^^A«rMm<9». 

Bftppy Home (The), or The Ohildebn at the Red House. By 
Lady Lushington. Second Edition. 

Helen in Switzerland. By the Hon. Augusta Bbthhll. 

Holidays among the IffonntalnB^ or Scenes and Stories of Wales. 
By M. Bbthax Edwards. 

lightsome and the Little Golden Lady. Written and Illustrated 
by 0. H. Bennbti. Twenty-four Engravings. Fcap. 4to. 

** The work of a man who is sure to put some touch of a peculiar genius 
into whatever he does/'— Pa// Mall GoMctte, 

Knisery Times, or Stories about the Little Ones. By an Old 

Nurse. 

Play Boom StorieB, or How to ieake Peace. By GboroUlNA M. 

GllAIK« 

Peep at the Fizies (A), or Legends of the West. By Mrs. Brat. 

Scenes and Stories of the Bhine. By M. Bethah Edwards. 

Seven Birthdays (The), or The Children of Fortune. By 
Kathleen Knox. 

Starlight Stories, told to Bright Eyes and Listening Ears. 
By Fanny Lablache. 

Stories of Edward, and his Lrmji Friends. 

TUes of Magic and Meaning. Written and Illustrated by Alfred 
Crowquill. 

Visits to Beechwood Fann. By Catharine Oowfer. 



Three Shillings and Ski^nee plain, in cloih elegant, or with 
gUt edges, price As., with Illustrations hy eminent Artists. 

Almeria's Oastie, or My Early Life in India and England. By 

Lady Lushington. 

<* The Authoress has a very graphic pen, and brings beforeour ayes, with 
ringnlar viyidness, the localities and modes of life she aims to describe.'' — 
London Review, 

Element's Trial and Victory, or Sowing and Reaping. By the 
Author of << Little Lisette," &o. 
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Oiey Towen; or Aumt Hbitt*s Will. By M. M. Pollard. 
Isabel's BifficnltiflB, or Light on thx Dailt Path. By M. B. Gabet. 
Joachim'8 SpectadeB : ALsoBinDOFFLOBENTHAL. ByM.&G.LBE. 
TCingrton'B (W.H.O.) Fred Marfrham in BoBBia, or, Tms Bot 

TbATBLLEBB in THE LaND OF THE CzAB. 

Manco fhe FemTian duel Third Edition. 

Hark Seaworth; a Tale of the Indian Ocean. 

Feter fhe Whaler; ms Eablt Life and Adyentubes 
IN THE Ascnc Regions. Sixth Edition. 

Salt Water, or Neil D'Abcy's Sea Life and Adyentubes. 

'* There is about all Mr. Songston's tales a spirit of hopeftilness, honesty, 
and cheery good iniaci^le, which makes tiiem most wholesome, as wdl 
as most interesting reading." — Era. 

*' With the exception of Capt. Marryat, we know of no English author 
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who will compare with Mr. Kingston as a writer of books of nautical 
adventure.*' — lUuttrated Hews. 

Kit Bam, the British Sinhad, or The Yabns of an Old Mabineb. 
By Maby Gowben Glabke. Fcap. 8vo. 

Lee (Hrs.) Anecdotee of the Habits and InstiiiotB of Animals. 

Fifth Edition. Post 8vo. Illustrated by Wbib. 

Anecdotes of the Habits and InstinctB of Birds, Beptiles, 

and Fishes. Fonrth Edition. Illustrated by Weib. 

"Mrs. Lee*s authorities— to name only one, Professor Owen— are for the 
most part first-rate.^' — Athencemn. 

Adventures in AnstraUa, or The Wandebings of Gaptain 
Spenceb in the Bush and the Wilds. Third Edition. 

The AMcan Wanderers, or The Wandebings of Gablos 
AND Antonio; embracing interesting Descriptions of 
the Manners and Gnstoms of the Western Tribes, 
and the Natural Prodnctiona of the Gountry. Fifth 
Edition. Fcap. Syo. 

Lonisa Broadhnrst; or Fibst Ezpebibnces. By A. M. 

My School Bays in Paris. By Mabgabet S. Jeune. With 
niastrations. Small Post 8vo. 

" We can record our very high appreciation of this naxrative. Girls will 
read it with interest, and heads of girls' schools study it with profit."— 
LUeraty Churchman. 

Meadow Lea, or The Gipsy Ghildben. Fcap. Syo. 

Millicent and Her GonsinB. By the Hon. Augusta Bethell. 

Anthor of ** Helen in Switzerland," etc. Second Edition. 

** A capital book for girls. Bright, sparkling, and full of life, y«t never 
transgressing limits of good taste and probabihiy." — TA« Guardian, 

North Pole (The); and How Ghabue Wilson Disgoyebbd It. By 
the Anthor of '< Realms of the Ice King/' &e. 
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Our Old Uncle's Home ; atsd what the Bots did thebb. By 
Mother Gabby. With Illnstrations by Waltkb Gbans. 

** The stoiy will tend to make both old and young more tolerant ot each 
other's pecunaiities."— X<A«n«tim. 

Bosamond Fane, or the Pbisonebs cv St. James. By Mabt and 
Cathebinb Lee. Authors of ^ Lucy's Campaign," << The Oak 
Staircase.'' Second Edition. 

'* The eventfiil story of Charles the First's children, very well told."— 
Atheneeum. 

The Trimnphs of Steam, or Stobies from the Lives of Watt, 
Abkwbight, and Stephenson. Fifth Edition. 

The WhispeiB of a Shell, or Stobies of the Sea. By Fbanges 
Fbeeung Bbodebip. 

Wild Boses, or Simple Stobies of Countby Life. By Fbangbs 
FBEEUNa Bbodebip. 

Yonng GoYornesB (The). By the Author of ^<Gerty and May.'' 



Three Shillings and Sixpence each. 

BerrieB and Blossoms : a Verse Book for Toung People. By T. 
Westwood, Author of " The Quest of the SangeralL" Second 
Edition. Imperial 16mOy price 3^. 6d, 

Bible niustratioiis, or A Descbiption of Mannebs and Oustoms 
PECULIAB to the East. By the Bev. B. H. Dbapeb. Fourth 
Edition. Revised by Dr. Kitto. 

British History Briefly Told (The), and a descbiption of the 
Ancient Customs, Spobts, and Pastimes of the English. 

Olaia Hope, or The Blade and the Eab. By Miss Milner. 

Frontispiece by Bibkbt Fostbb. 
Bissectioiis for Yonng Ohildren. In a Neat Box. Price Ss. 6d, each. 



1. Joseph and Moses. 

2. Cub Savioub. 



3. Motheb Hubbabd. 

4. Cock Robin. 



Four Seasons (The) ; A Short Account of the Structure of Plants, 

being Four Lectures written for the Working Men's Institute, 

Paris. With Illustrations. Imperial 16mo. 

" Diddng^uished bv extreme deamess and teems with information of a 
usefiil and popular character." — Guardian. 

Ftoiily Bible Newly Opened (The); with Uncle Goodwin's 

Account of it. By Jeffbets Tatlob. Fcap. 8vo. 

** A very good account of the Sacred Writings, adapted to the tastes, 
feelings, and intelligence of young poodle J' --.EducaHonal Times, 

Glimpses of Nature, and Objecis of Intebest desgbibed ddbino 
A Visrr to the Isle of Wight. By Mrs. Loudon. Forly- 
one Illustrations. 
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History of fhe Bofaiiis (They. By Mrs. Tbdooer. In Words of 
One Syllable. Edited by the Bev. Ghables Swktb, M.A. 
Snper-royal 16ino. 



Acting Gharadfis, or AiingEMEitTS fos Winter EysNiNaiB. 
By the Author of << Gat and Dog/* etc. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 
** ▲ rare book for Cainstmas parties, and of praoticalTalae.*'— •/Zlii«^af ed 

How to be Happy, or Faibt Gifts. 

In&nt AmnflementB, or How to makb a Nubsert Happt. With 

Practical Hints on the Moral and Physical Training of Children. 

By W. H. G. EiNOSTON. Post 8vo. 

'* We urge parents most strongly to obtain tiiis book forthwith ; we know 
of no book that can oompaxe with it inpnictical value. Each Ghaptxk 
IS woKTH THX PiucK OF THx BOOK.'* — (hiT Oum Firctide, 

lizzie's Secret. A Stobt for Ltttub Children. Written and 
ninstrated by Adelaide A. Maouibb. 

'*Told in a bewitchingly simple and straightforward monn^." — Art 
JmtrnaL 

LettezB tnm Sarawak, addressed to a Ghild, embracing an 
Acconnt of the Manners, Gnstoms, and Religion of the In- 
habitants of Borneo. By Mrs. M'Douoall. 

Man's Boot (The), and other Stories in Words of One Stllable. 
ninstrations by Harrison Weir. 

The Mine, or Subterranean Wonders. An Account of the Opera- 
tions of the Miner and the Products of his Labours. 

Might not Bight, or Stories of the Dibooyert and Gonquest 
of Amerioa. 

Modem Sphinx (The). A Collection of Enigicab, Charades, 
Acrostics, Anagrams, Verbal Puzzles, Gonundbums, &c. 

Onr Eastern Empire, or Stobies fbom the Hibtobt of Britisb 
India. Second Edition. 

Snnbeam: a Fairy Tale. By Mrs. Pietzker. 



Three SMllinga and Sixpence plain ; Five Shillinga coloured. 

Bear King (The) : a Narrative confided to the Marines by Jaubs 
Greenwood. With Illustrations by Ernest Griset. Small 4to. 

** More than amusing."— iStttMrt^ay Review. 

** Ably supported by Griset's drawings.**— ^AencBum. 

Buzz a BusE, of The Bees, from the German of Whjjax Buboh. 
By the Author of ''My Bee Book." With 185 lUustrations. 
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TmadMta Katoral Hiitory. With 42 lUastratioiiB by Habbison 
Wan. 
*»* Also, in Two Vols., entitled ''British Animals and Birds, ** 
^ Foreign Animals and Birds." 2s. eiicli, plain ; 25. 6d, colour^ 

(Ud NnzBe's Book of Bhymei, Jingles, and DittieB. Illustrated 
by 0. H. BimfBTT. Third Edition. Ninety Engravings. Gilt 
edges. 

Three Shillings plain; Fatir Shilling a and Sixpence 

coloured, gilt edges. 

Fun and Earnest, or Rhtmbs with Rbason. By D*Abot ^y. 
Thompson. Illnstrated by Ghables Bennbtt. Lnperial 16mo. 

Uamma's Mbming Gossips, or Littlb Bits fob Little Bibds. 
Being Easy Lessons for One Month in Words of One Syllable, 
and a Story to read for each Week. With 50 Illustrations. 

Price Three Shillings^ or taith gilt edges, Three Shillings 

and Sioppence. 

I Onr Soldiers, or Amxodotes of ihb Campaigns and Gallant 
Deeds of the Bbitish Abmt dubing the Reign of Heb 
Majesty Queen Victobia. By W. H. G. Kingston. With 
Frontispiece. Third Edition. With an account of tiieAsTSSiNiAN 
Expedition. Fcap. 8vo. 

Onr Sailors, or Anbgdotbs of thb ENOAaEMEirrs and Gallant 
Deeds of the Bbitish Nayt. With Frontispiece. Third 
Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 




t* These yolnmes abundantly prore that both our officers and men in the 
Army and Kayy haye been found as ready as eyer to dare and to do as 
was dared and done of yore, when led by a Kelson ox a Wellington." 

Lncy's Campaign: a Story of Adventure. By Mabt and 
Cathebine Lee. Fcap. 8yo. 

Pictoxes of OirlLife. By Oathbbinb Augusta Howell. Fcap.8To. 

Fmits of Enterprise, exhebitbd in the Tbaybls of Belzoni in 
Egypt and Nubia. Fourteenth Edition. With Six Engrayings 
by BiBKBT FosTEB. Price 8«. 



Two Shillings and Sixpence plain, or Three Shillings and 
Sixpence coloured and gilt edges. Super Royal l^mo, cloth 
elegant, with Illustrations hy various artists. 

s and Ezpeiienoes of Biddy DorMng and of the Fat 

Edited by Mrs. S. C. Hall. 
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Alice and Beatrice. By Qbandmamma. 

Amy's Wish, and What Game of It : a Fairy Tale. 

Angelo, or Thb Pms Forest among the Alps. By Gbraldike 
E. Jbwsbubt. Second Edition. 
" As pretty a child's story as one might look for on a winter's day." — 
JSxtuniner. 

Gat and Dog, or Memoibs of Puss and the Oaftain. Illustrated 
by Weib. Tenth Edition. 

Crib and Fly: a Tale of Two Terriers. 

Bay of a Baby Boy (The). By E. Bebges. Third Edition. 

Discontented Children (The), and how they webb Cubed. By M. 
and E. Kibby. Third Edition. 

Doll and Her Friends (The), or Memoibs of the Lady Sbraphina. 
By the Author of « Oat and Dog." Fifth Edition. 

Early Dawn (The), or Stobies to Think about. Second Edition. 

Fairy Oifts, or A "Wallet op Wondbbs. By Kathebine Knox, 
Author of " Father Time's Story Book." 

Faithful Hound (The) : a Story in Verse, founded on Fact. By 
Lady Thomas. Imperial 16mo. 

Featherland, or How the Bibds Lived at Gbeenlawk. By G. 
M. Fenn. 

Fanny Fables for Little Folks. Second Edition. 

Gerty and May. Third Edition. 

" A charming book for children. Though the story is full of fun, the 
moral is never lost sight of." — Literary Chnrehman. 

Bj the same Author. 
Children of the Parsonage. 

Oranny's Story Box. New Edition. With 20 Engravings. 
Onr White Violet. Second Edition. 
Sunny Days, ob A Month at the Gbeat StoWe. 
The N-'» "Baby. 

Jack Tr i tty Snow ; with other Tales for Wintery Nights 

r\ . Second Edition. 

Pbxde gobs befqbb a Fall. Bt M. and E. 

at Settlers, or The Faggot House. 
of the Sayings and Doings of Animals. 

xik. Arranged Progressively in One, Two 
s. 16 Page Illustrations. 4«. Qd. coloured, 
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Lira Toj*, or Anecidote8 of ook Fodb-leooed uid otbes Petb, 
Lwt In the Itatglo^ A Tu^ or ibs Iksum Mittiny. B7 

AcamTA. Mtppy.T 

Oni Home In tba Mmh lAnd, or Datb or Acld Lano Stkb. 

By E. L. T. 
Meptona: or The Adtobiografht or x Newvoondlaiid Doq. 
B; the same Aathor. 
Odd Storiw about AnlmftU: told in Short and Easy Wordj. 
Tiny Storlea fur Tiny Seaden in Tiny WotAb. With Twelve 

lUaEtrstion^ by Weib. Fourth Edition. 
Trottie'i Story Book : Tmo T«ieB in Short Words and Lw^b 
Type. Fifth Editioo. Eight lilnstratious by Wna. 
Tappy, or The Autobioqufhi or a Doneuy. lUDBtr&tod by 
Habbmon Wki8. Third Edition. 
Norria (Emilift Murjat.] A Week by Hhenuelvei, 

AdrUt <m the Seb, or Teb Ohildkbn's Eboafb. 
OUldren'i Pic-Nlo (The), and what oaue of it. 
Oeolby's Qrmt Fftult. 
Kury at School. Second Edition. 
taag ErAuIngi, or Stories fob vr Littlx Fbiendb. 
FmiI Howud'a Oaptlvity, Ain> wbt he escaped. 
Beadde Home, and the SnueaLsiw' Cave. 
SnomdlTp, or Tbe Hot in the Fobst. 
Stolen Ohuriea, or Tell the Truth at Osce. 
Wh&t became of Tommy. 
Sorlptnre BMariea for Little OMldren. With Sixteen niastrations 
by John Qilbert. 
CoRTBNTB : — The History of Joseph — History of Mobbb — History 
of onr Sayionr— The Miraelss of Christ. 

Sold itptiraiely 8d. each, plain ; li. coloured. 
Story of Jack and tbe Olante. With Thirty-fiTe Illnatrationa by 

RlOUASD DOVLE. 

" In Itaylc'R dmvines veluTe woodeifuleonieptions, vhieh will wcure 
the book II pliiLt funffiigfll the treamires of collectors, as well as excite the 
iamgiiuitisiui of rhild^."— JOiutraifil l%ma. 

Stories of Jtdian and HIa PlayfeUoira. Written by his Wnnri 

Tales from Catland, Dedicated to tho Tonng Eittena of Bngbnd. 

By an Old Tabbt. Fiftb Edition. 

'^ A (?oml] Ed ation of quiet humour and sound sense.^^^-^ady'JjrADtfUfwr. 

~ " ' - Bird (The), or The Ljttle GmL who kkbw what wa* 

TO UATPEH. By JJ. >nd E. Emsr. Second Edition, 

: and other Stories (or Children. By the Author of 



^fales for Tiny Tola," i 
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Two Shillings and Sixpence, with Hlmtrations, cloth 
elegant, or with gilt edges, Three Shillings. 

A OhJld's Inflmenoe, or Kathleen and her Gbeat Uncle. By 
Lisa Logkteb. Fcap. 8vo. 

" It shows hov great is the power of a loying child to influence her 
seniors." — Western Morning News. 

AdTentoxeB of Kwei, fhe Ghinese OirL By the Author of « Little 
Lisette," "Clement's Trial and Victory," etc. 

Bertrand Ba Guesclin, the Hero of Brittany. By Emile de 
Bonneohose. Translated by Masgabet S. Jeune. 

"The high tone of feeling with which it is written makes it specially 
valuable as an educational book, taking education in the sense of formation 
of character. All boys will enjoy it for the scenes of adventure and hero- 
ism through which it leads them."— Literary Churchman, 

Oomer Cottage, and Its Inmatee, or Trust in God. By Frances 
Osborne. 

Father Time's Story Book for the Little Ones. By Kathleen 
Knox, Author of " Fairy Gifts," &c. 
" Charmingly and impressively told." — Art Journal. 

From Feasant to Frince, or The Life of Alexander Prince 
Mensohikoff. From the Russian by Madame Pietzker. 

« A charming Bussian tale, tracing the steps of Mensohikoff from the 
time of his being a poor lad, to his exaltation under Peter the Great."— 
Daily Review, 

William Allair, or Rxtnnino awat to Sea. By Mrs. H. Wood, 
Author of " The Channings,*' etc. 

"There is a fascination about Mrs. Wood's writings from which neither 
old nor young can escape." — Bell's Messenger. 

Bavenport's (lbs.) Oonstance and Nellie, or The Lost Will. 

,» Onr Birthdays, and How to Improve them. 

„ The Happy Holidays, or Brothers and Sisters at Home. 

The Holidays Abroad, or Right at Last. 



99 



Two Shillings and Sixpence each. 

The Book of Bemembranoe for evert Dat in the Year. 

With blank spaces for recording Weddings, Birthdays, &e. 
With Oxford Border Printed in Red. Gilt edges. 

Children of the Olden Time. By the Author of <^ A Trap to Oatch 
a Sunbeam." 27 Illustrations. Imperial 16mo. 

The Boy's Own Toy Maker: a Practical Illustrated Guide to the 
useful employment of Leisure Hours. By E. Landells. With 
Two Hundred Guts. Ninth Edition. Royal 16mo. 

" A new and valuable form of endless amusement."— iVofMon/ormif/. 

**We recommend it to all who have children to be ins^cted and 
amused.' *— Economist. 
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The GM'8 Own Toy Maker, and Book of Recreation. By E. 
and A. Landblls. Sixth Edition. With 200 lUnstrations. 
A peifect maganne of information.'*— i7/tu<rated Jfetea of the World, 

Black and White Pictaie Book; a Collection of Amusing and 
Comical Figures. Fcap. 4to. 

Nursery Nonsense, or Rhtmes without Reason. By D*Akct W. 

Thompson. Sixty Illustrations by C. H. Bbnneit. Second 

Edition. Imperial 16mo, or with coloured plates, gilt edges^ is. Qd. 

« The fuxuiiest book we have seen for an age, and quite as harmless as 
hearty.**— Ztei/y Sj&view, 

COMICAL PICTURE BOOKS. 

Uniform in Size with "The Struwwelpeter.'* 
Ttvo Shillings and Sixpence each, with Sixteen large 
Coloured Plates, fancy hoards; or mounted on cloth, One 

Shilling extra. 

Careleas Chicken (The). By the Babon Krakemsides. Illustrated 
by Alfred Cbowquill. 

Funny Leaves for the Younger Branches. By the Baron 
TTTtAKicifRTmefl Illustrated by Alfred Crowquill. 

Laugh and Grow Wise. By the Senior Owl of Ivy Hall. 

Loves of Tom Tucker and Little Bo-Peep. Written and Illus- 
trated by Thomas Hood. 

Nursery Fun, or The Littlb Folks' Picture Book. The Illus- 
trations by C. H. Bennett. 

Picture Fables. Written and Illustrated by Alfred Crowquill. 

Spectropia, or Surprisino Spectral Illusions, showing Ghosts 
everywhere, and of any Colour. By J. H. Brown. JFifth 
Edition. 
" One of the best toy books we have seen.** — Athenteum, 
** A deyer book, ^e illusions are founded on true sdeatiflo prindples." 
—Chemieal Newt. 

Upside Down : a Series of Amusing Pictures from Sketches by the 
late W. MoCoNNBLL, with Verses by Thomas Hood. 
** Ludiorous and ajaxiaaxg.^*^lllustrated TiwtM, 



Two Shillings, cloth elegant, with' Illustrations, or with 
coloured plates, gilt edges. Three Shillings. 

Ohit Chat, or Short Tales in Short Words. 
Oonvenations on the Life of Jesus Ghzist. By a Mother. 
Easy Lessons, or LEADiNa-STBiNas to Knowledge. 
Fanny and Her Mammaj or East Lessons for Children. 
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Good in Everything, or The Easlt History of Gilbert 
Harlanb. By Mrs. Barwell. Second Edition. 

Infantine Knowledge : a Spelling and Reading Book on a Popular 
Plan. Tenth Edition. 

Little LesBons for Little LeameiB, in Words of One Syllable. By 
Mrs. Baiewbll. Eleventh Edition. 

Little Header (The) : a Progressive Step to Knowledge. 

Mamma's Bible Stories, vor her Ijttlb Boys and Girls. 
Sixteenth Edition. 

Mamma's Bible Stories (A Seqnel to). Sixth Edition. 

Mamma's Lessons, for her Little Boys and Girls. 16th Edition. 

Silver Swan (The): a Fairy Tale. By Madame de Chatelain. 
Illnstrated by John Leech. 

Scenes of Animal Life and Character, from Nature and 

Recollection. In Twenty Plates. By J. B. 4to, fancy boards. 

** Truer, heartier, more playfUl, or more enjoyable sketches of animal 
life could scarcely be found anywhere." — Spectator. 

Sunday Lessons for Little Children. By Mrs. Barwell. 

Tales of School Life. By Aones Loudon. Blustrations by 
Absolon. Second Edition. Royal 16mo. 

Wonders of Home, in Eleven Stories (The). By Grandfather 
Grey. Fourth Edition. Royal 16mo. 



Two Shillings each. 

Confessions of a Lost Dog (The). Reported by her Mistress, 
Frances Power Gobbe. With a Photograph of the Dog from 
Life, by Frank Haes. Super-royal 16mo. 

How to Make Dolls' Furniture and to Furnish a Doll's House. 
With 70 Blustrations. Imperial 16mo. 

niustrated Paper Model Maker. By E. Landells. 

Rhymes and Pictures about Bread, Tea, Sugar, Cotton, Goals, 
AND Gold. By William Newman. Seventy-two Blustrations. 
Price 2s. plain ; Ss, 6rf. coloured. 
*^* Each Subject may be had separately. Sd. plain ; Is. coloured. 

Sunday Evenings with Sophia, or Little Talks on Great 
Subjects. Fcap. 8vo. 

Home Amusements: a Choice Collection of Riddles, Charades, 
Conundrums, Parlour Games, and Forfeits. 

Key to Knowledge, or Things in Common Use simply and 
SHORTLY EXPLAINED. Thirteenth Edition. 

The Surprising Adventures of the Clumsy Boy Crusoe. By 
Charles H. Ross. With Twenty-three Coloured Blustrations. 
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The Bemarkable History of the House that Jack Built. Ulas- 
trated and niuxninated by the Son of a Oenius. Coloured. 

The Ladder to Learning: a Collection of Fables, arranged pro- 
gressiyely in Words of One, Two, and Three Syllables. 

The Young Vocalist : a Collection of Twelve Songs, each with an 
Accompaniment for the Pianoforte, selected from Mozart, Weber, 
Mendelssohn, Spohr, etc. By Mrs. Mounget Babtholomew, 
Associate of the Philharmonic Society. 4to, price 2«. imitation 
doth; or Ss. 6d bound in extra cloth, giU edges. 

** These Lyrics are selected and composed for children who are too young 
to sing operatic or romantic songs or too old for those founded on nursery 
tales. TIlo melodies are all of a suitable compass, so that the voices 
may not be injured by practioe at an early age.'* — Extract from Preface. 

" Arranged witii the best possible taste aziid skill.** — MutHcal World. 



One Shilling and Sixpence each, cloth elegantf with 

lllustraiions. 

Always Happy, or Anecdotes of Felix and his Sisteb Sebbna. 

Among the Brigands, and other Tales of Adventure. By Mrs. 
Bowen. 

Animal Histories. The Dog. 

^nimai HlBtories. The Bobins and Mocsb. 

Brave Nelly ; or. Weak Hands and a Willing Heabt. 

Christian Elliott, or Mas. Danyeb's Pbize. 

Female Christian Names, and theib Teachings. By Mbs. 

Bbompibld. Gilt edges. 
Grandmamma's Belies, and heb Stobies about them. By E. £. 

Bowen. Author of '^Jack the Conqueror," "Dick and his 

Donkey," **• Robin's Christmas Eve," etc. 
Holiday TaJes. By Flobengb Wilfobd. Author of <<Kigel 

Bartram*s Ideal," etc. 
Hnmhle life : a Tale of Humble Homes. By the Author of 

** Gerty and May," &c. 
Kingston's (W. H. G.) Child of the Wreck : or, The Loss of 

the Rotal Gbobge. 
Heroic Wife (The); or, The Adventubes of 

A Family on the Banks of the Amazon. 
lady Stoddart*s Scottish Tales. 

little lisette, the Obfhan of Alsaoe. By the Author of *' Louis 

Michaud," eto. Second Edition. 
Little Boehack (The), from the German. Illustrated by Losson. 

Fancy boards (2«. coloured). 
Poetry and Natnxe. Shobt Poems and Tbdoieb's Intboduciion. 
Tales for Boys. Habbt's Houdat, and Neveb Wbong. 
Tales for Girls. Mrs. Leioesteb's School, and Right and Wbong. 
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Trimmer's (Mrs.) Old Testament Lessons. With 40 Engrayings. 

Trimmer's (TSxb.) New Testament Lessons. With 40 Engravings. 

Wrecked, Not Lost; or The Pilot Ain> ms Companions. By the 
Hon. Mrs. Dundxs. 

THE FAVOURITE LIBRARY. 
One Shilling each, cloth elegant, or, the set in neat cloth 

£oXf 158, 
A Series of Works for the Toung; each Yolnme with an Slustra-, 

tion by a well-known Artist. 

1. The Edcdale Herd Boy. Br Ladt Stoddart. 

2. UiB. Leicester's SchodL Bt Ghables and Mart Lamb. 

3. The History of The Bohins. By Mbs. Tbimmeb. 

4. Memoir of Bob, The Spotted Terrier. 

5. Keeper's Travels in Search of His Master. 
6.' The Scottish Orphans. Bt Lady Stoddart. 

7. Never Wrong; or, the Yoong Disputant; and *'It was only 

in Fnn." 

8. The Life and Perambnlations of a Mouse. 

9. Easy Introdnction to the Knowledge of Natnre. Bt Mrs. 

Trimmer. 

10. Bight and Wrong. Bt the Anthor of «Alwatb Happy." 

11. Harry's Holiday. Bt Jefferts Tatlor. 

12. Short Poems and Hymns for Children. 

The above may be had, Two Volumes bound in One, at Is, 6d. each. 

The Headlong Career and Woeful Ending of Precocious Piggy. 

Written for his Children, by the late Thomas Hood. New 
and Cheaper Edition. Printed in Colours, price \s., or 2s, 
mounted on cloth. 
** The illustratioxut are intensely bumorous/' — The Critic. 

Johnny Miller ; or Truth and Perseverance. By Francis Weiss. 
Price Is, 

Hand Shadows, to be thrown upon the Wall. By Henrt Bursill. 
First and Second Series, each containing Sixteen Original 
Designs. New Edition. 4to^ price Is. plain. Is. 6dl coloured. 
« XJnoommonly dever— some w(mdeifal effects are produoed."— 77^« Press, 

Nine lives of a Gat (The) : a Tale of Wonder. Written and Illus- 
trated by C. H. Bennett. Twenty-four Coloured Engravings, 
sewed, price Is, 

" Bidi in the quaint humour and Ujiev that a man of genius knows how 
to spare for the enlivenment of children/*— JKraminer. 

Primrose Pilgrimage (The) : a Woodland Story. By M. Betham 
Edwards. Illustrated by Maoquoid. Price Is, 

" One of the best books of children's verse that has appeared since the 
early days of Mary Howitt.**— J\ronconformi»f . 
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Khoda; or, Thb Exobllbkcb of Chabity. Fourth Edition, price If. 

Short and Simple Frayexs, fob thb Ubb of YouNa Ghildbbn. 
With HyxnnB. Ninth Edition, price Is. 

Golden Woids for Children From thb Book of Life, in English, 
French and German. Illustrated Cards in a Packet. Price Is. 

DURABLE NURSERY BOOKS. 

Mounted on cloth with coloured plates, One Shilling each. 

8. Ltttlb Rhtmbs fob Little 
Folks, 



^1. Alphabet of Qoodt Two 
Shoes. 

2. OlNDBBELLA. 

8 GooKRoBnr. 

4. Goubtshipof JenntWbbn. 

5. Damb Tbot and Heb Gat. 

6. HiBTOBT OF AN APPLB PeB. 

7. HOUBB THAT JaGK BuiLT. 



9. Mother Hubbabd. 

10. Monkey's Frolic. 

11. Puss m Boots. 

12. Old WoicAN AND her Pio. 

13. ToMUY Tbip*s Museum of 

BiBDS. 



The OowsUp. Is. plain; I«. 6d t The Daisy. Is. plain; Is. 6dl 

coloured. I cohured. 

The AnstmUan Babes in the Wood : a True Story told in Rhyme 

for the Young. Price 1«. boards, Is. Qd. cloth, gilt edges. 

Price Sixpence each, Plain ; One Shilling, coloured. 

1. British Animals. Ist Series. 

2. British Animals. 2nd Series. 
8. British Birds. , 

4. Foreign Animals. Ist Series. } m^istrated by Habbison 
6. Foreign Animals. 2nd Series. ( ^bib. 

6. Foreign Birds. 

7. The Farm and its Scenes. 

8. The diverting history of John Gilpin. 

9. The Peacock at home, and Butterfly's BaU. 

10. History of Joseph. ] 

11. History of Hoses. ( Illustrated by John 

12. Life of our Savionr. { Gilbebt. 

13. Miracles of Christ J 

WORKS FOR DISTRIBUTION. 
A Woman's Secret ; or, How to Make Home Hafft. Thirteenth 
Thousand. 18mo, price 6d 

By the same Author, uniform in size and price. 
Woman*s Work; or, How she can Help the Sick. Eighteenth 

Thousand. 
A Chapter of Acci d ents ; or. The Motheb's Assistant in Gases of 
Burns, Scalds, Cuts, &c. Ninth Thousand. 
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Pay to-day, Tnut to-morrow ; a Story illustratiYe of the Evils of 
the Tally System.- Sevonth Thoasand. 

Nursery Work ; or, Hannah Bakeb's Fibst PLiiCE. Fifth Thousand. 

The Cook and the Doctor; or, Chbaf Recipbs and Useful 
Bemedieb. Selected from the three first books. Price 2d. 

Heme Diffienlties; or, Whose Fault is it? A Few Words on the 
Servant Question. Price 4d. 

Family PrayetB for Ciottage Homes, with Passages from the 
Scriptures, Price 2d. 



TAKING TALES FOR COTTAGE HOMES. 

In Plain Language and Large Type. Edited by W. H. G. ^Kingston. 
With Engravings. Crown 8vo, price 4dl 

1. Tlie Uiller of Hillbrook: a Rural Tale. 

2. Tom Tmeman, a Sailob in a Mebchantman. 

3. Ifichael Hale and his Family in Canada. 

4. John Armstrong, The Soldieb. 

5. Joseph Budge, The Australian Shepherd. 

6. Life Underground; ob, Diok the Colliery Bot. 

7. Life on the Coast; or, The Little Fisher Girl. 

8. Adventnres of Two Orphans in London. 

9. Early Bays on Board a Man-of-War. 

10. Walter the Foundling : a Tale of Olden Times. 

11. The Tenants of Sonnyside Farm. 

12. Holmwood ; or, The New Zealand Settlbb. 

The Work may also be had in Four volumes. Price Is, Qd, e ach, 
cloth, printed covers ; or 2 vols, cloth, extra, 9s, 6d. each. 



His name was Hero. By the Author of ^'The Four Seasons.'' 
Frontispiece by Sm W. Caloott, R.A. Super Royal 16mo, 
price Is. sewed. 

By tlie Same Author. ' 

How I became a Govemees. Third Edition. Price. 2«. cloth; 

28. 6d.y gilt edges. 
Dicky-Birds : a True Story. Third Edition, price Sd. 
My Pretty Pnss. With Frontispiece. Price Sd. 
The Grateful Sparrow: a True Story. Fifth Edition, price Sd. 
The Adventares of a Butterfly. From the French of P. J. Stahl. 

Seven Engravings. Price Sd. 
The Hare that Found his Way Home. From the French of P. J. 

Stahl. Second Edition. Price 6d, 



so EDUCATIONAL WOBKS 

HISTORY. 

Tme Stories from Ancient History, chronologicallj arranged from 
tlie Creation of the World to the Death of Charlemagne. 
Twelfth Edition. 12mOj 6s. cloth. 

Battle Fi^ds : a graphio Gnide to the Places described in the His- 
tory of England as the Scenes of such Events ; with the sitoation 
of the principid Naval Engagements fought on the Coast. By 
Mr. Wauthieb, Geographer. On a Large Sheet, Ss. 6d, ; or on 
a Roller, and varnished, Js. 6d. 

lEiB. Trimmer's Cctndfle History of England, revised and brought 
down to the present Time. By Mrs. MxunEB, With Portraits 
of the Sovereigns. 6s. cloth. 

Bhymes cf Boyalty : the History of England in Verse, from the 
Nonnan Conquest to the reign of Yiotobia ; with a summary 
of the leading events in each reign. Fcap. 8vo. 2s, cloth. 

GEOGRAPHY. 

The FixBt Bode of Geography^ specially adapted as a Text Book 
for Beginners. By Hugo Reid. Fourth Edition, revised. 
18mo, Is. sewed. 

" One of the most sensible little books on the subject of Geography we 
have met with." — Educational IHmeM. 

Gavltier's Familiar Geography. With a concise Treatise on the 
Artificial Sphere, and two coloured Maps, illustrative of the 
principal Geographical Terms. Sixteenth Edition. 16mo, 85. 
cloth. 

Butler's Outline Maps, and Key, or Geoorafhioal axo) Bioosa- 
FHICAL EzBRdSBS ; with a Set of Coloured Outline Maps, designed 
for the use of Toung Persons. By the late William Butleb. 
Enlarged by the Author's Son, J. 0. Butleb. Thirty-fifth 
Editioun revised, ^s. 

Tabular Views of the Geography and Sacred History of Pales- 
tine, AND OF THB Travbls OF Sx. Paul. Intended for Pupil 
Teachers, and others engaged in Class Teaching. By A. T. 
White. Oblong 8vo, price Is. sewed. 

GEAMMAR. 
A Compendious Grammar, and Philologioal Hand-Book of tub 
Enoubh Lanouaoe, for the use of Schools and Candidates for 
the Army and Civil Service Examinations. By John Geobge 
Colquhoun, Esq., Barristor-at-Law. Fcap. 8vo. 

'* A real and very useful acoession to the list of English manuals."— 
XducaHondl Times. 

"We are not aoquainted with any aiiule volume that in such a s&aU 
oompasB contains so much useful information."— <8^eAo/a^ic Register. 

<* Just the 'book we should like to see in Training Oolleges, and placed in 
the hands of Pupil Teachers."— iVattonal Sehoolmaster. 
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Grammar made Xntelligible to Children. New and Reyised 

Edition. By Georob Dabnbll. Price Is. cloth. 
Faxsing Simplified : an Introduction and Companion to all Gram- 
mars; consisting of Short and Easy Rules, with Parsing Lessons 
to each. By Thomas Dabnell. FourthEdition. Price Is. cloth. 
** Sound in principle, and singalarly felicitous in example and illustra- 
tion." — Momtnff Post. 

"A teacher will find the simplicity and aptness of the sentences for 

parsihg of great use in first lessons of gn^ammar." — Museum. 

The Child's Grammar. Mrs. Loyechild. 50th Edit. 18mo, 9fif. cloth. 

A Word to the Wise, or Hints on the Cubbent Impbofbibties 

OF Exibession in Wbitino and Speakino. By Pabbt 

GwTNNE. Thirteenth Thousand. 18mo, price 6cL sewed; or 

Is, cloth, gilt edges. 

" All who wish to mind their j>'s and 9*^ should consult this little volume.*' 

€fenUeman*t Magazine, 
Harry Hawkins's H'^^oo^; showing how he learned to aspirate 
his H's. Frontispiece by H. Weib. Third Edition. Super- 
royid 16mo, price 6dL 

** No fiunily or schoolroom within, or indeed beyond, the sound of Bow 
bells, should be without this merry manual.*' — Art Journal. 

The Prince of Wales's Primer. With 340 Illustrations by 
J. GiLBEBT. New Edition, price Qd, 

ARITHMETIC and ALGBBEA. 

Arithmetio made Intelligible to Children. By Geoboe Dabnell. 
Price Is. 6^. cloth. 

One Thousand Arithmetical Tests, or The Examineb's Assistant. 
Specially adapted, by a novel arrangement of the subject, 
for Examination Purposes, but also suited for general use in 
Schools. By T. S. Cayzeb, Head Master of Queen Elizabeth's 
Hospital, Bristol. Seventh Edition, with a complete set of 
Examples and Models of Work. Price Is. 6c?. Answers Is. 6€L 
A Eet with Solutions of all the Examples, price 4s. 6d. 

One Thousand Algebndoal Tests; on the same plan. Third 
Edition. 8vo, price 2s. 6dL cloth. 
\* Answers to the Algebraical Tests, price 2s. 6dl cloth. 

Theory and Pnotioe of the Metric System of Weights and 
Measures. By Professor JjEOSE Levi, F.S.A., F.S.S. Third 
Edition. Sewed Is.; or on cloth boards. Is. 6<L 

** No man in Europe is better qualified to state the whole case on behalf 
of the Metric System. The book is also calculated to be very useful to the 
pupil as well as to the teacher."— Sehool Board Chronicle. 

**The work is exhaustive as to its matter, and valuable for its infor- 
mation." — JSdueational Reporter, 

The Essentials of Geometry, Plane and Solid, as taught in Ger- 
many and France. For Students preparing for examination, 
Oadets in Naval and Military Schools, Technical Glasses, d». 
By J. R. MoBELL, formerly one of Her Majesty's Inspectors of 
Schools. With numerous Diagrams. Price 2s., cloth. 
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ELEMBNTABT PBENOH WORKS. 

Le Bafafllard: an Amnsing Introduction to the French Language. 

By a Fbskgh Lady Ninth Edition. 16 Plates. 2s. cloth. 
IiM Jemei Nanateun, ou Pbttts Gontbb Moraux. With a Kej 

to the difficult Words and Phrases. Third Edition. 18mo, 

2s, eloth. 
" Written in pore and easy French.*'— ifomm^ P&st. 
The Pictcvial French Orammar. For the use of Children. With 

80 Illustrations. Royal 16mo, price Is. sewed; Is. 6dl cloth. 
Bowbotham's New and Easy Method of Looming the French 

Genders. New Edition. Sd. 
BeUenygei's Fr«ioh Word and Phrase Book; containing a select 

Vocabulary and Dialogues. New Edition. Price Is. 

ELEMENTARY GERMAN. 

Der Schwiitser, or Thb Pbattleb. An Amusing Introduction to 
the (German Language. Sixteen Illustrations. Price 2s. cloth. 

A Short and Certain Boad to Beading. By George Dabnell. 

Price 6dl cloth. 
The Modem British Plntarch, or Lives of "Mes distinguished 

IN THE SECENT HlSTORT OF OUR COUNTRT FOR THEIR TALENTS, 

Virtues, and AcmEVEMENTS. By W. 0. Taylor, LL.D. 12mo. 
Second Thousand. 4s. 6d. ; or 6s. g^lt edges. 
Erery-Day Things, or Useful Knowledge respecting the prin- 
GiPAL Animal, Vegetable, and Mineral Substances in 
common use. Second Edition, reyised. ISmo, Is. 6d. cloth. 

*' A littie encydopsedia of useftil knowledge, desenring a place in every 
juvenile library."-— ^van^a/Mo/ Mtiffazine, 

NEEDLEWORK, &o. 

Plain Needlework arranged in EHx Standards, as now required 
hy the School Board for London, with Hints for the Manage- 
ment of Classes, and Appendix on Simultaneous Teaching. By 
the Examiner of Needlework to the School Board for 
London. Fourth Edition, price 6d, 

Plain Knitting and Mending arranged in Six Standards, with 
Diagrams. By the author of '^ Plain Needlework." Price 6d. 

GEORGE DARNELL'S COPY BOOKS. 

These Copy Books are the production of an experienced Schoohnaster ; they in- 
sure the progress of the learner, and greatly hghten the labours of the teacher. 
The copies gradually advance from a simple stroke to a superior small-hand. 
Their great varietv heeures attention, and prevents the pupils from copying their 
own writinfr as in books with single head lines. 
Large Poet, ^xteen Numbers, 6cf. each. 
FoolBcap, Twenty-four Numbers, Sd, each. 
Univevsal, Sixteen Numbers. 2d each. 

"For tftsrhin g writing I would reoommend the use of Darnell's Copy 
Bocdcs. I have noticed a marked improvement wherever they have been 
used. '-—Xeport of Mr. Uave {National Soeiety't Organiser of SchooU) 
to the Worcester Diocesan Board of Bdueation. 



